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PREFACE 


In making this collection, which is intended pri- 
marily for school use, we have tiled to keep thiee 
things in view Thb-'*J)oems chosen should exhibit 
Matthew Arnold’s special qualities they should not, 
in subject or m treatment, be such as the young could 
not appreciate , and they should give pupils something 
to think about m connexion with other poetry and 
othei subjects of study. Poems like Mycennus and 
Stanms from the Grande Cha^beicse^ fine as they are, 
haidly answei the second test The shoit lyiics, as 
IS natuial with poems of that type, are notewoithy 
rather for beauty of expiession than foi substance 
Soh'tab and Bustum and Balder Bead, the fiist poems 
in our selection, being avowedly modelled on Homei, 
we !^ave thought it useful to quote in illustiation a 
few passages of which the imitation is specially close 
These aie taken mainly fiom the Iliad, and foi the 
translations we have jelied on the prose version 
published by Messrs Lang, Leaf & Myers 

Balder Bead has been chosen largely because it 
gives a good sketch of the Noise mythology as a whole, 
though, as IS pointed out in the Introduction, it is 
imbued with a different feeling The spirit of the 
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Norse mythology is very different from that of the 
Gieek It is purer and, if the phrase may be allowed, 
less selfish but it is fiercer, and brings the gods 
neaier to the likeness of men in then oiigin and 
destiny Doubtless it has influenced the thought of 
mankind in general much less but seeing what 
important elements the Norse j^eoples have contributed 
to the English race, the ideas which dominated them 
m then piimitive state aie of real ^interest to our- 
selves. 
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INTRODUCTIOlsr 


Matthew Aenold w bom at Laleham in 1822, 
and was the eldest son of the famous Dr Arnold, 
afterwards Head Master of Rugby School In 1836 
he was sent to Winchester, and a year latei he 
enteied Rugby In 1841 he gained a scholarship at 
Balliol College, Oxfoid His poem on Cromwell won 
the Rewdigate Prize, and in 1845 he obtained a 
Fellowship at Oriel For a short time he was an 
Assistant Master at Rugby, This post he resigned in 
ordei to become Piivate Secretaiy toLoidLansdowne, 
who appointed him to an Inspectorship of Schools , and 
this office he held foi thiityfive yeais He died 
suddenly in 1888 

His poeiiy belongs to the earlier half of his life, 
for after 1867 he practically wrote veise no more 
Henceforth he wrote for an ever increasing and 
appreciative public those critical studies in life and 
literature by which he is perhaps best known The 
Essays %n Criticism and Culture and Anarchy delighted 
thousands of readers, who weie boied by EmpedocleSj 
and only mildly inteiested in Balder ‘From first to 
last he was a critic,’ and ^ve may tiace m his poems 
the tendency which led him to formulate at a later 
period his famous and much disputed definition of 
poetry as ‘ a criticism of life ’ 



10 


IKTEODUCTIOllT 


His fiist Tolume, The Strayed Meveller and other 
Poems, hy A, appeared m 1849, and Empedocles on Etna, 
and other Poems, hy A, in 1852 They had no great 
success, though The Strayed Beveller, with its pictures 
of the doings of men as seen by the gods, is one of his 
most delightful poems The others are full of the 
strain and weariness of hfe The times are out of 3 oint, 
and he has none of the eneigy and hopefulness which 
could make him try to set them right Writing of 
Wordsworth, m 1850, he says: 

He too upon a wintry clime 

Had fallen — on this iron time 

Of doubts, disputes, distractions, feais. 

Life must be endured by ‘ druggmg pain with patience \ 

Is the calm thine of stoic souls who weigh 
Life well and find it wanting, nor deplore ; 

But in disdamful silence turn away, 

Stand mute, self-centred, stern, and dream no more 

Oi do I wait to hear some grey-han’d king 
Umavel all his many-colour’d lore, 

Whose mind hath known all arts of governing, 

Mused much, loved life a little, loathed it mole‘s 

As Mr. Stopford Brooke says ^ He had msight into 
the evils, the dullness, the follies, the decay and death 
of the time at which he wrote, but he had little 
msight into its good, into the hopes and ideas which 
were arising in its darkness, or the life which was 
collecting itself together under its decay His temper, 
therefore, was not joyous, nor was it m sympathy with 
the temper of the whiihng but formative time in 
which he began and continued to write poetry ’ 
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These early poems are curiously middle-aged their 
despair and discontent are not the despair and discontent 
of youth — the sudden overclouding of a spring day — 
but the fixed steady gloo of November. They 
are generally written with effort, the poet is never 
carried out of himself and h melancholy All the 
self-restraint and moderation which are so attractive 
his prose writing a^e so much dead-weight in 
poetry. There is too much ^ sad lucidity of soul ’ 
Empedocles on ^tna is a failure, with the exception 
of two or three purple patches — especially the Cadmus 
and Harmonia passage, and the lovely lyric at the end. 

Not heie, 0 Apollo! 

Aie haunts meet for thee 
But, where Helicon breaks down 
In cliff to the sea 

First hymn they the Father 
Of all things , and then 
The rest of Immortals, 

The action of men 

The Day in its hotness, 

The strife with the palm, 

The Night m its silence, 

The Stars m their cahn 

Here again, as in the last lines of Sohab and Eustum^ 
the human tragedy is ‘rounded with^ the peace of 
Nature 

In 1858 a new edition of the poems appeared, in 
which Empedocles was left out In an interesting preface 
Matthew Arnold explains the reason of this omission 
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intended to delineate the feelings of one of the 
last of the religious philosophers, one of the family 
of Orpheus and Musaeus, having survived his fellows, 
living on into a time when the habits of Greek thought 
and feeling had begun to change What those who 
are familiar only with the great monuments of early 
Greek genius suppose to be its exclusive character- 
istics, have disappeared , the cairn, the cheerfulness, the 
disinterested objectivity, have disappeared; the dialogue 
of the mind with itself has commenced , modern 
problems have presented themselves , we hear already 
of the doubts, we witness the discouragement of Hamlet 
and of Faust . Any accurate repiesentation (of 
such a man’s feelmgs) may therefore be expected to be 
interesting , but if the lepresentation be a poetical » 
one, moie than this is demanded It is demanded not 
only that it shall interest, but also that it shall inspiiit 
and rejoice the leader that it shall convey a chaim 
and infuse delight Foi the Muses, as Hesiod says, 
weieborn that they might be ^‘a foigetfulness of evils, 
and a truce from cares ” , and it is not enough that the 
Poet should add to the knowledge of men, it is required 
of him also that he should add to their happiness ’ 
In 1867 Empedocles, at the request of Eobert Browning, 
was included in the collected edition of his poems 
In the same preface, which should be lead initsen- 
tiiety by all lovers of poetry, he deals with the question 
of subject ^ What are the eternal objects of Poetry, 
among all nations and at all times They are actions, 
hupaan actions, possessing an inherent interest in 
themselves, and which are to be communicated in an 
interesting manner by the art of the Poet What 
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actions aiG the most excellent^ Those certamly 
which most powerfully appeal to the great primary 
human ajffections, to those elementary feelmgs which 
subsist permanently in the race and which aie inde- 
pendent of time To the elementary part of oui 

nature, to our passions, that which is gieat and 
p sionate is eternally interesting, and mteiestmg 
solely in pioportion to greatness and to its passion 
Achilles, Prometheus, Clytemnestra, Dido — what 
modern poem pi events personages as interesting, even 
to IIS moderns, as these personages of an exhausted 
past”*!^ . I fearlessly assert that Hermann and 
Dorothea, Childe Harold, Jocelyn, The Excursion, leave 
the reader cold in comparison with the effect produced 
. upon him by the latter books of the Ihad, by the 
Orestea, by the episode of Dido And why is this 
Simply because in the three latter cases the action is 
greater, the personages nobler, the situations more 
intense , and this is the true basis of the interest in 
a poetical work, and this alone ^ It has been said 
that I wish to limit the poet in his choice of subjects 
to Greek and Eoman antiq[uity, but it is not so I only 
counsel him to choose for his subjects great actions, 
without regarding to what time they belong ’ 

In accordance with these ideas he turned to the 
reat stories of the past, Sohab and Hustum, one of his 
finest poems, appeared in the 1853 volume It is an 
old, old story, and is found not only in the East but 
among Teutonic and Celtic peoples Theie is an air of 
great dignity and restraint about the whole poem, and 
the geographical names have been used m the Miltonic 
anner Here, as in Balder, the similes aie overdone , 
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there is too much deliberate imitation of Homer, with 
the result that the Oriental story is half-Hellenized 
But the last two bundled lines are in the poet’s best 
manner . the recognition scene is described m lines of 
gieat stateliness, simplicity, and beauty 

But now in blood and battles was my youth, 

And full of blood and battles is my age , 

And I shall never end thfe life of blood. 

Here is the ever-recurring note in Arnold’s poetry — 
the longing for peace and rest in the idst of conflict. 
Neither he nor his heroes ever ^ taste the py of battle 
with their peers 

Balder Bead is much less interesting and is fai too 
long. In a letter wiitten to Palgrave m 1 8 6 9, Matthew 
Arnold says ‘ Balder perhaps no one cares much foir 
except myself, but I have always thought, though 
very likely I am wrong, that it has not had justice 
done to it I considei that it has a natural propriety 
of diction and rhythm which is what we all piize so 
much in Vergil, and which is not common m English 
poetry . . We have enough Scandinavianism in our 
nature and history to make a short conspectus of the 
Scandmavian mythology admissible ’ 

Balder ts a conspectus of Scandinavian mythology, 
but the poet has quite missed the Scandinavian spirit 
he had no leal sympathy with nor understanding of 
the barbaiic delight in blood and battle, the fierce 
loves and hates, which are of the essence of the 
Northern sagas, and into which William Morris entered 
so deeply His own dominant feelmg is again expressed 
in Balder’s words to Hermod 
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For I am long smce weary of your storm 
Of carnage, and find, Hermod, m your life 
Something too much of wai and hi oils which make 
Life one perpetual fight, a bath of blood. 

Mme eyes aie dizzy with the airowy hail, 

Mine eais aie stunn’d with blows and sick for calm 

But it is m his elegiac poems that he is at his best 
The Scholar Gipsy and Thy > sis are great poetiy after 
the order of Lycidas, In them the deficiencies of his 
temperament are not felt They are full of tenderness 
and char , penetrated by the beauty of ^ that sweet 
city with her dreaming spires ' which he loved so well, 
full of lovely little descriptions of natural things : 

So have I heard the cuckoo’s paiting ciy, 

From the wet field, through the vext gaiden trees, 
Come with the volleying ram and tossing breeze 

Or, 

Eoses that down the alleys shine atai, 

And open jasmine-mufified lattices. 

And groups under the dreaming gaiden trees, 

And the full moon, and the white evening star 

In that noble poem Bugby Chapel there aie two haunt- 
ing lines of almost Vergilian poignancy and pathos 

And through thee I believe 

In the noble and great who are gone: 

Puie souls honour’d and blest 
By former ages, who else — 

Such, so soulless, so poor, 

Is the race of men whom I see — 

Seem’d hut a dream of the hearty 
Seem’d hut a cry of desire 

Here and there in the elegiac poems are those 
delightful appreciations, which are at once poetiy and 
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criticism In Haworth Churchyard all theie is to say 
of Emily Bronte is contained in these lines 

Whose soul 

Knew no fellow for might, 

Passion, vehemence, grief, 

Daring, since Byion died, 

That world famed son of fire— she, who sank 
Baffled, unknown, self consumed , 

Whose too bold dying song 
Stirr’d like a clarion-blast my soul 

o agam in the Lines on the Author of ^ Obermann ’ 

But Woidsworth's eyes avert their ken 
Prom half of human fate , 

And Goethe’s course few sons of men 
May thmk to emulate 

For he pursued a lonely road. 

His eyes on Katuie’s plan , 

Neither ade man too much a god, 

Nor God too much a man 

And m the Stanms from the Grande Clmbeuse 
What helps it now that Byron bore, 

With haughty scorn which mock’d the smait, 
Through Europe to the Aetolian shore 
The pageant of his bleeding heart 

And last and best of all, in Heine’s Glare 

Shakespeare ^ loveliest of souls, 

Peerless in radiance, in 3oy ^ 

It IS in this poem that the famous and much quoted 
lines on England occur : 

She, 

The weary Titan, with deaf 
Ears and labour dimm’d eyes, 

Regarding neither to right 
Nor left, goes passively by, 

Staggermg on to her goal , 
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Bearing on shoulders immense, 

.Atlantean, the load, 

Well-nigh not to be borne, 

Of the too vast orb of her fate 

and in A Southern Height the equally w ell-known lines 
on the English 

In cities should we English he, 

Where cues aie jLising ever new, 

And men’s incessant stream goes by 

We who pin sue 

• 

Our business with iinslackenmg stride, 
Traverse m tioops, with care fill’d breast, 

The soft Meditenanean side. 

The Nil^ the East, 

And see all sights from Pole to Pole, 

And glance, and nod and bustle by, 

And nevei once possess oui soul 
Befoie we die 

and in Obe^mann once moie 

The brooding East with awe beheld 
Hei impious youngei woild. 

The Eoman tempest svell’d and swelld, 

And on hei head was huil’d 

The East bowed low befoie the blast 
In patient deep disdain, 

She let the legions thiindei past, 

And plunged in thought again 

Much of Arnold’s youth was passed in the Lake 
Country, wheie his father had a countiy house, and in 
a very leal sense he is ‘of the lineage of Woidsworth’ 
His desciiptions of Natiue aie caieful, though they 
lack the minuteness of obseivation which is so 
conspicuous m Tennyson To quote again fiom Mr. 

A.HN S P B 
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Stopford Brooke describes the thing he sees, 

flowei 01 bud, stream or hill, exactly as they are, 
without humanizing them, without veiling them with 
any sentiment of their own, without having concerning 
them any philosophy that spiiitualizes Nature as the 
form of Thought oi Love, any belief that she is alive 
or dwelt in by living beings Natuie to Arnold is 
frequently the natuie that modern science has revealed 
to us — matter in motion, taking an inconceivable variety 
of foim, but always in its variety acting rigidly 
according to certain ways, which, foi want of a wiser 
term, we call laws Por the first time this view of 
Nature enteis into English poetry with Arnold He 
sees the loveliness of her doings, but he also sees their 
terror and dreadfulness and their relentlessness ^ But* 
what in his poetry he chiefly sees is the peace of Nature’s 
obedience to law — ^the everlasting youth of her un- 
changing life ’ And again ‘ He was not faithful to the 
scientific view of her His conception of her wavered 
with his mood He sometimes, in a sort of reversion 
to Wordsworth, speaks of her as powerful to help him/ 
For instance in ^ Baiting ’ 

Blow, ye winds ^ lift me with you , 

I come to the wild 
Fold closely, O Natuie^ 

Thine arms round thy child 

To thee only God gi anted 
A heart evei new 
To all always open , 

To all always tiue 

’ This view of Natine is also found m Tennyson, Jn 
Memonam has inaiiy instances 
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Ah ^ calm me ^ lestore me ^ 

And dry up my tears 

On thy high mountain-platforms, 

Wheie Morn first appears, 

Where the white mists, foi ever, 

Are spread and upfuri’d , 

In the stir of the forces 
Whence issued the world 

We are, of couise,** much too near to Matthew 
Arnold to assign to him his true place in English 
poetry, but we fiiay safely say that though he is ‘ the 
poet of a backwatei ’ and extraoidmanly unequal, yet 
he IS a genuine poet whose work we shall not willingly 
let perish He will always fit audience find, though 
few, among those who are struggling in doubt and 
uncertainty, and to whom the noble Stoic attitude to 
life and its pioblems, which we find m some of his 
finer poems, specially appeals, when the stais are gone 
out, and the Heavens are as brass above them 
He, too, 

Breathes, when he will, immortal an, 

Wheie Oipheus and where Homer aie. 
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SOHRAB AND RUSTUM 

And the fiist giey of 3^01 nmg fill’d the east, 

And the fog lose out of the Oxus stream 
But all the Tartai camp along the stream 
Was hush’d, and* still the men were plunged in sleep 
Sohrah alone, he slept not all night long 
He had lam wakeful, tossing on his bed , 

But when the giey dawn stole into his tent, 

He lose, and clad himself, and gut his swoid, 

And took his hoiseman’s cloak, and left his tent, 

And went abioad into the cold wet fog, 10 

Thiough the dim camp to Peian-Wisa’s tent 
Thioughthe black Taitai tents he pass’d, which stood 
Clustering like bee-hiyes on the low fiat stiand 
Of Oxus, wheie the suminei floods o’erflow 
When the sun melts the snows m high Pameie 
Thiough the black tents he pass’d, o’ei that low stiand, 
And to a hillock came, a little back 
Fiom the stieam’s bunk, the spot wheie fiist a boat 
Crossmg the stieam in summei, sciapes the land 
The men of foimei tunes had crown’d the top 20 
With a clay foit but that was fall n , and now 
The Taitars built theie Peian-Wisa’s tent, 

A dome of laths, and o’ei it felts weie spiead 
And Sohiab came theie, and went in, and stood 
Upon the thick-pil’d carpets in the tent, 

And found the old man sleeping on his bed 
Of lugs and felts, and neai him lay his aims 
And Peian-Wisa heaid him, though the step 
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Was dulFd, for he slept light, an old mans sleep, 
And he lose quickly on one aim, and said — 30 

‘Who art thou for it is not yet clear dawn 
Speak ^ is theie news, or any night alaim'?*’ 

But Sohrah came to the bedside, and said — 

‘Thou know’st me, Peran-Wisa it is I 
The sun is not yet risen, and the foe 
Sleep , but I sleep not , all night long I lie 
Tossing and wakeful, and I come to thee 
For so did King Afrasiab bid me seek 
Thy counsel, and to heed thee as thy son, 

In Samaicand, before the army maich’d 40 

And I will tell thee what my heait desiies 
Thou knowest if, since from Ader-baijan first 
I came among the Tartais, and bore aims, 

I have still serv’d Afrasiab well, and shown, 

At my boy’s years, the courage of a man 
This too thou know’st, that, while I still beai on 
The conquering Tartar ensigns through the -vtorld*, 
And beat the Persians back on every field, 

I seek one man, one man, and one alone— 
iSustmnrmy should gleet, 60 
vShoulcl one day greet upon some well-fought field 
His not unworthy, not mgloiious son 
So I long hop’d, but him I nevei find 
Come then, hear now, and grant me what 1 ask 
Let the two aimies rest to-day but I 
Will challenge forth the bravest Persian lords 
To meet me, man to man if I prevail, 

Eustum will smely hear it , if I fall— 

Old man, the dead need no one, claim no km 
Dim is the rumour of a common fight, 60 

Where host meets host, and many names are sunk 
But of a single combat fame speaks clear ’ 

He spoke and Peian-Wisa took the hand 
Of the young man in his, and sigh’d, and said — 
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‘0 Soluab, an unquiet heait is thine I 
Canst thou not lest among the Taitai chiefs, 

And shaie the battle’s common chance with us 
Who loTe thee, but must piess foi evei fiist, 

In single hght incuinng single iisk, 

To find a father thou hast nevei seen"^ 70 

That were fai best, my son, to stay with us 
Unmurmuring, in om tents, while it is wai, 

And when ’tis truce, then in Afiasiab’s towns 
But, if this one desue mdeed rules all, 

To seek out Rustum—seek him not thiough fight 
Seek him m peaCe , and carry to his aims, 

0“Sohrab, carry an unwounded son ^ 

But far hence seek him, for he is not heie 
For now it is not as when I was young, 

When Rustum was in front of eveiy fiay 80 

But now he keens apart, and sits at home, 

In Seistan, with Zal, his fathei old 
Whether that his own mighty stiength at last 
Feels the abhoii’d approaches of old age , 

Or m some quaiiel with the Persian King 
There go — Thou wilt nof^^ Yet my heait foiebodes 
Danger oi death awaits thee on this field 
Pam would I know thee safe and well, though lost 
To us fain therefore send thee hence, m peace 
To seek thy father, not seek single fights 90 

In vain — ^but who can keep the lion’s cub 
Prom ravenmg^? and who govein Rustum s son^-' 

Go I will grant thee what thy heart desiies ’ 

So said he, and dropp’d Sohrab’s hand, and left 
His bed, and the warm rugs wheieon he lay, 

And o’ei his chilly limbs his woollen coat 
He pass’d, and tied his sandals on his feet, 

And threw a white cloak round him, and he took 
In his light hand a lulei’s staff, no swoid , 

And on his head he placed his sheep-skin cap, 100 
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' Black, glossy, cuiFd, tke fleece of Kara-Kul , 

' And rais’d the curtain of his tent, and call’d 
Ills herald to his side, and went abioad 
The sun, by this, had risen, and clear’d the fog 
Fiom the broad Oxus and the glittering sands 
And from their tents the Tartai horsemen fil’d 
Into the open plam, so Haman bade, 

Haman, who next to Peran-Wisa rul’d 

The host, and still was in his lusty piime 

From their black tents, long fiMs of horse, they stream’d 

As when, some giey Novembei mom, the files, ill 

In marching ordei spread, of long-neck’d cianes, 

Stieam oYei Casbin, and the southern slopes 

Of Elburz, horn the Aialian estuaries. 

Or some frore Caspian reed-bed, southward bound 
For the warm Peisian sea-board so they stream’d 
The Taitais of the Oxus, the King’s guard, 

First with black sheep-skin caps and with long speais, 
Laige men, laige steeds, ‘'who fioin Bokhaia come 
And KhiYa, and ferment the milk of maies 120 

Next the more temperate Tooikmuns of the south. 
The Tukas, and the lances of Saloie, 

And those from Attiuck and the Caspian sands , 
Light men, and on light steeds, who only dunk 
The aciid milk of camels, and then wells 
And then a swaim of wandeimg hoise, who came 
From fai, and a moie doubtful seivice own’d, 

The Taitais of Feighana, fiom the banks 
Of the Jaxaites, men with scanty beaids 
And close-set skull-caps , and those wildei hoides 130 
Who loam o’ei Kipchak and the northern waste, 
Kalmuks and unkemp’d Kuzzaks, tribes who stiay 
Nearest the Pole, and wandermg Kiighizzes, 

Who come on shaggy ponies from Pamere 
These all fil’d out fiom camp mto the plain. 

And on the othei side the Peisians foim’d 
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First a light cloud of hoise, Taitais they seem’d, 

The Ilyats of Khorassan and behind, 

The loyal tioops of Persia, hoise and foot, 

Marshall’d battalions bright m burnish’d steel 140 
But Peran-Wisa with his heiald came 
Threading the Tartar squadrons to the front, 

And with his staif kept back the foiemost ranks 
And when Ferood, who led the Peisians, saw 
That Peran-Wisa kept the Tartars back, 

He took his speai, and to the front he came, 

And check’d his ranks, and fix’d them where they stood 
And the old Tai'taV came upon the sand 
Betwixt the silent hosts, and spake, and said — 

* ‘Ferood, and ye, Persians and Tartais, heai ^ 150 

Let there be tiuce between the hosts to-day 
tout choose a champion from the Persian loids 
StTo fight our champion Sohrab, man to man ’ 

As, in the country, on a m^rn in June, 

When the dew glistens on the peailed eais, 

A shiver luns through the deep coin foi joy — 

So, when they heard what Peian-Wisa said, 

A thiill through all the Tartar squadrons ran 
Of piide and hope for Sohiab, whom they lov’d 
But as a tioop of pedlars, fiom Cabool, 160 

Cl OSS underneath the Indian Caucasus, 

That vast sky-neighbouring mountain of milk snow , 
Winding so high, that, as they mount, they pass 
Long flocks of tiavelling birds dead on the snow, 
Chok’d by the air, and scarce can they themselves 
Slake their parch’d throats with sugar’d mulbeiries— 
In single file they move, and stop then breath, 

Foi fear they should dislodge the o’ei hanging snows — 
So the pale Persians held their bieath with feai 
And to Ferood his biothei Chiefs came up 170 
To counsel Guduiz and Zoaiiah came, 

And Feiabuiz, who lul’d the Peisian host 
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Second, and was the uncle of the Kirg 
These came and counseU’d, and then Gudurz said 
‘Perood, shame bids us take their challenge up, 

Yet champion have we none to match this youth 
He has the wild stag’s foot, the lion’s heart 
But Eustuin came last night , aloof he sits 
And sullen, and has pitch’d his tents apart 
Him will I seek, and carry to his eai 180 

The Tartar challenge, and this young man’s name 
Haply he will forget his wiath, and fight 
Stand forth the while, and take their challenge up ’ 
So spake he , and Ferood stood forth and said — 
‘Old man, be it agreed as thou hast said 
Let Sohiab arm, and we will find a man ’ 

He spoke , and Peran-Wisa turn’d, and stiode 
Back through the opening squadrons to Ins tent 
But thiough the anxious Persians Gudurz ran, 

And cioss’d the camp which lay behind, and leach’d, 190 
Out on the sands beyond it, Kustum’s tents 
Of scarlet cloth they were, and glittering gay, 

Just pitch’d the high pavilion in the midst 
Was Kustum’s, and his men lay camp’d aiound 
And Guduiz entei’d Kustum’s tent, and found 
Eustum his morning meal was done, but still 
The table stood beside him, chaig’d with food , 

A side of loasted sheep, and cakes of biead, 

And daik gieen melons , and there Eustuin sate 
Listless, and held a falcon on his wrist, 200 

And play’d with it, but Gudmz came and stood 
Before him , and he look’d, and saw him stand , 

And with a ciy spiang up, and dropp’d the bud, 

*And greeted Guduiz with both hands, and said — 

‘ Welcome ^ these eyes could see no better sight 
What news‘s but sit down fiist, and eat and dunk ’ 
But Guduiz stood in the tent door, and said — 
‘Not now* a tune will come to eat and dunk, 



SOHEAB AND RUSTUM 


27 


But not to-day to-day has other needs 

The armies aie drawn out, and stand at gaze 210 

For from the Taitais is a challenge brought 

To pick a champion fiom the Persian loids 

To jSght their champion — ^and thou know’st his name — 

Sohiab men call him, bi|t his birth is hid 

O Rustum, like thy might is this young man’s ^ 

He has the wild stag’s foot, the lion’s heart 
And he is young and Iian’s chiefs aie old, 

Or else too weak , and all eyes tmn to thee 
Come down and help us, Rustum, oi we lose ’ 

He spoke but Rustum answei’d with a smile — 220 
‘Go to ^ if Iran’s chiefs are old, then I 
Am oldei if the young aie weak, the King 
^rrs stiangely foi the King, for JKai Khosioo, 
Himself IS young, and honouis y(mnger“nidn7* 

And lets the aged mouldei to their giaves 
Rustum he loves no more, but loves the young — 

The young may use at Sohiab’s vaunts, not I 
For what caie I, though ail speak Sohiah’s faine^^ 

Foi would that I myself had such a son, 

And not that one slight helpless gnl I hav^ 230 
A son so fam’d, somave, to senJ to wai^ 

And I to tally with the snow-hau’d Zal, 

My fathei whom the lobbei Afghans %ex, 

And clip his holders shoit, and diive his heids, 

And he has none to guaid his weak old age 
Trh^e w^ouid I go, and hang my armour up, 

And with my great name fence that weak old man, 
And spend the goodly treasures I have got, 

And lest my age, and hear of Sohiab’s fame, 

And leave to death the hosts of thankless kings, 240 
And with these slaughterous hands diaw swoid no moie ’ 
He spoke, and smil’d , and Gudurz made reply — 

‘ What then, Q Rustum,, will men say to this, 
\^lien^oliiab claies oui biavest toith,~ahd s’^ks 
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Thee most of all, and thou, whom most he seeks, 
Hidest thy face*? Take heed, lest men should say, 
lAhe some old miser, Bustum homds his fame, 

And shuns to peril it with youngey men ’ 

And, gieatly mov’d, then Rustum made leply — 

*0 dudurz, wherefoie dost thou say such words 250 
Thou knowest bettei words than this to say 
What is one more, one less, obscure oi fam’d, 

Valiant or craven, young or*old, to me*!^ 

Aie not they mortal, am not I myself 
But who for men of nought would do great deeds 
Come, thou shalt see how Rustum* hoaids his fame 
^But I will fight unknown, and in plain aims , 

Let not men say of Rustum, he was match’d 
In single fight with any mortal man ’ 

He spoke, and £i own’d , and Gudurz turn’d, and lan 260 
Back quickly through the camp in fear and .io^ ~ 

Fear at his wrath, hut joy that Rustum came 
But Rustum strode to his tent duoi, and called 
His followers in, and bade them bring his aims, 

And clad himself in steel the arms he chose 
Were plain, and on his shielcl was no dewce, 

Only his lieim wasjuch, inlaid with gold, 

And from the fluted spme atop a plume 
Of horsehair wav’d, a scarlet hoisehan plume 
So aim’d he issued foith, and Ruksh, his hoise, 270 
Follow’d him, like a faithful lEioOTdpgt heel, 

Ruksh, whose renown was nois’d through all the earth, 
The horse, whom Rustum on a foray once 
Bid in Bokhara by the rivei find 
A colt beneath its dam, and drove him home. 

And rear’d him , a bright bay, with lofty crest , 

Bight with a saddle-cloth of broider’d green 
Crusted with gold, and on the gioimd w'eie work’d 
All beasts of chase, all beasts which hunters know 
So follow’d, Rustum left his tents, and cross d 280 
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The camp, and to the Persian host appear’d 
And all the Persians knew him, and with shouts 
Hail’d , but the Tartars knew not who he was 
And deal as the wet diver to the eyes 
Of his pale wife who waits and weeps on shore, 

By sandy Bahiem, in the Peisian Gulf, 

Plunging all day in the blue waves, at night, 

Having made up his tale of precious peails, 

Rejoins her in their hut tipon the sands— 

So dear to the pale Persians Rustum came 290 

And Rustum to Qie Persian front advanc’d. 

And Sohrab arm’d m Haman’s tent, and came 
And as afield the reapers cut a swathe 
Down through the middle of a iich man’s coin, 

And on each side aie squaies of standmg coin, 

And m the midst a stubble, short and baie , 

So on each side were squares of men, with spears 
Bustling, and in the midst, the open sand 
And Rustum came upon the sand, and cast 
His eyes towards the Taitai tents, and saw 300 

Sohiab c ome forth, and ey’d him as he came 
, As some iich woman, on a winter’s morn, 

Eyes through her silken curtains the pool diudge 
Who with numb blacken’d fingers makes hei fire— 

At cockcrow, on a starlit winter’s morn, 

When the fiost flowers the whiten’d window panes— 
And wondeis how she lives, and what the thoughts 
Of that pool diudge may be , so Rustum ey’d 
The unknown adventuious youth, who from afai 
Came seeking Rustum, and defying forth 310 

All the most valiant chiefs long he perus’d 
His spirited and wonder’d who he was 
**FoT ^^1 y^nung he seem’d, tenderly leai’d 
Like some young cypress, tall, and dark, and stiaight, 
Which in a queen’s secluded garden throw's 
Its slight daik shadow on the moonlit tuif, 
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By midnight, to a bubbling fountain’s sound— 

So slender Sohiab seem’d, so softly rear’d 

And a deep pity entei’d Eustum’s soul 

As h e beheld him coming , and he s tood , 320 

AnT"beckoh’dnEd"EiE^^ ELsTian37 and said — 

0 HTou young man, the au* of Heaven is soft, 

And warm, and pleasant , but the grave is cold 
Heaven’s am is better than the cold dead grave 
Behold me I am vast, and> clad in iron, 

And tried , and I have stood on many a field 
Of blood, and I have fought with naany a foe 
Never was that field lost, or that foe sav’d 
0 Sohrab, wherefore wilt thou rush on death 
Be govern’d qmt the Tartar host, and come 330 
To Iran, and be as my son to me, 

And fight beneath my banner till I die 
There are no youths in Iran brave as thou ’ 

So he spake, mildly ® Sohrab heard his voice, 

The mighty voice of Eustum , and he saw 
His giant figure planted on the sand. 

Sole, like some single tower, which a chief 
Has builded on the waste in foimer yeais 
Against the robbeis , and he saw that head, 

Streak’d with its first grey hairs hope fill’d his soul , 340 
And he ran forwards and embrac’d his knees, 

And clasp’d his hand within his own and said — 

^ Oh, by thy father’s head ^ by thine own soul ^ 

Art thou not Eustum Speak ^ ait thou not he ’ 
But Eustum ey’d askance the kneeling youth, 

And turn’d away, and spoke to his own soul — 

‘Ah me, I muse what this young fox may mean 
False, wily, boastful, are these Tartar boys 
I For if I now confess this thing he asks, 

And hide it not, but SBij—Bustum is here— 

He will not yield indeed, nor quit our foes, 

But he will find some pietext not to fight, 


350 



SOHRAB AND RUSTUM 


81 


And praise my fame, and pi offer couiteous gifts, 

A belt or sword perhaps, and go his way 
And on a feast-tide, in Afrasiab’s hall, 

In Samareand, he will aiise and cry — 

“I challeng’d once, when the two armies camp’d 
Beside the Ox:us, all the Persian lords 
To cope with me m single fight , but they 
Shiank , only Eustum dai’d then he and I 360 
Chang’d gifts, and went «n equal teims away ” 

So will he speak, perhaps, while men applaud 
Then were the chipfs of Iran sham’d through me ’ 
And then he turn’d, and sternly spake aloud — 
‘Rise^ wherefoie dost thou yainly question thus 
Of Rustum'!* I am here, whom thou hast call’d 
By challenge forth make good thy vaunt, or yield 
^s it with Rustum only thou wouldst fight*? 
fiash boy, men look on Eustum’s face and flee 
For well I know, that did great Rustum stand 370 
Before thy face this day, and were reveal’d, 

There would be then no talk of fighting more 
But being what I am, I tell thee this , 

Do thou lecoid it in thine inmost soul 
Either thou shalt renounce thy vaunt, and 3 aeld , 

Or else thy bones shall stiew this sand, till winds 
Bleach them, or Oxus with his summer floods, 

Oxus in summer wash them all away ’ 

He spoke and Sohrab answer’d, on his feet — 
‘Alt thou so fierce*? Thou wilt not flight me so 380 
I am no girl, to be made pale by words 
Yet this thou hast said well, did Rustum stand 
Here on this field, there were no fighting then 
But Rustum IS far hence, and we stand here 
Begin thou art more vast, more dread than I, 

And thou ait prov’d, I know, and I am young — 

But yet Success sways with the bieath of Heaven 
And though thou thinkest that thou knowest sure 
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Thy victory, yet thou canst not surely know 

For we are all, like swimmers in the sea, 390 

Pois’d on the top of a huge wave of Fate, 

Which hangs unceitain to which side to fall 
And whether it will heave us up to land, 

Or whethei it will roll us out to sea, 

Back out to sea, to the deep waves of death, 

We know not, and no search will make us know • 
Only the event will teach u^ in its hour ’ 

He spoke , and Eustum answer’d not, but huil’d 
His speai down from the shoulder, down it came, 

As on some partridge in the corn a hawk 400 

That long has tower’d in the airy clouds 
Drops like a plummet Sohrab saw it come, 

And sprang aside, qmck as a flash the speai 
Hiss’d, and went quivermg down into the sand. 
Which it sent flymg wide —then Sohrab thiew 
In turn, and full struck Eustum’s shield sharp lang, 
The iron plates rang sharp, but turn’d the speai 
And Eustum seiz’d his club, which none but he 
Could wield an unlopp’d trunk it was, and huge. 
Still lough , like those which men in tieeless plains 410 
To build them boats fish fiom the flooded iiveis, 
Hyphasis or Hydaspes, when, high up 
By their daik springs, the wind in winter-time 
Has made in Himalayan forests wiack. 

And stiewn the channels with torn boughs , so huge 
The club which Eustum lifted now, and stiuck 
One stroke , but agam Sohiab sprang aside 
Lithe as the glancing snake, and the club came 
Thundering to earth, and leapt from Eustum’s hand 
And Eustum follow’d his own blow, and fell 420 
To his knees, and with his fingeis clutch’d the sand 
And now might Sohiab have unsheath’d his sword. 
And pierc’d the mighty Eustum while he lay 
Dizzy, and on his knees, and chok’d with sand 



BOHEAB AND EUSTUM 


38 


But he look’d on, and sniil’d, noi bal’d his swoid, 
But coiuteously diew back, and spoke, and said — 
‘Thou strik’st too liaid that club of thine \\ill float 
Upon the summei floods, and not my bones 
But rise, and be not wioth, not wioth am I 
No, when I see thee, wiath forsakes my soul 430 
Thou say’st, thou ait not Rustum be it so 
Who ait thou then, that canst so touch my soul*? 
Boy as I am, I have seeai battles too , 

Have waded foiemost m their bloody waves, 

And heard their hpllow roar of dying men , 

But nevei was my heart thus touch’d befoie 

Aie they fiom Heaven, these softenings of the heait'J* 

O thou old warrior, let us yield to Heaven ^ 

Come, plant we heie in eaith our angiy speais, 

And make a truce, and sit upon this sand, 440 

And pledge each othei in red wine, like li lends, 

And thou shalt talk to me of^Eustum’s deeds 
There are enough foes in the Peisian host 
Whom I may meet, and strike, and feel no pang , 
Ciiainpions enough Afrasiab has, whom thou 
Mayst fight, fight them, when they confiont thy speai 
But oh, let there be peace ’twixt thee and me ^ ’ 

He ceas’d but while he spake, Eustum had iisen, 
And stood eiect, tiembling wuth lage his club 
He left to he, but had legain’d his speai, 450 

Whose fieiy point iiow^ in his mail’d iight-hand 
Blaz’d blight and baleful, like that autumn Stai, 

The baleful sign of feveis dust had soil’d 
His stately crest, and dimm’d his glitteiing aims 
His breast heav’d , his lips foam’d , and twice his voice 
Was chok’d with rage at last these w^ords broke way — 

‘ Girl ^ nimble with thy feet, not with thy hands ^ 
Curl’d minion, dancer, coinei of sweet woids' 

Fight , let me hear thy hateful voice no moie ^ 

Thou ait not in Afiasiah’s gaidens now 460 
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With Tartar girls, with whom thou art wont to dance , 
But on the Oxus sands, and in the dance 
Of battle, and with me, who make no play 
Of war I fight it out, and hand to hand 
Speak not to me of tiuce, and pledge, and wine ^ 
Bememhei all thy valoui try thy feints 
And cunning all the pity I had is gone 
Because thou hast sham’d me befoie both the hosts 
With thy hght skipping trioks, and thy girl’s wiles ’ 
He spoke , and Sohrab kindled at his taunts, 470 
And he too diew his sword at once they rush’d 
Togethei, as two eagles on one piey 
Come rushing down togethei from the clouds, 

One fiom the east, one fiom the west their shields 

Dash’d with a clang together, and a din 

Kose, such as that the sinewy woodcutteis 

Make often in the foiest’s heart at morn, '' 

Of hemng axes, clashing trees such blows 

Eustum and Sohrab on each othei hail’d 

And you would say that sun and stais took part 480 

In that unnatural conflict, foi a cloud 

Giew suddenly in Heaven, and daik’d the sun 

Over the fighters’ head , and a wind rose 

Under their feet, and moaning swept the plain, 

And in a sandy whirlwind wiapp’d the pan 
In gloom they twain weie wrapp’d, and they alone , 
Foi both the on-looking hosts on eithei hand 
Stood in broad daylight, and the sky was piue. 

And the sun sparkled on the Oxus stieam 
But in the gloom they fought, with bloodshot eyes 490 
And labourmg breath , first Eustum struck the shield 
Which Sohiab held stiff out the steel-spik’d speai 
Eent the tough plates, but fail’d to reach the skin, 
And Eustum pluck’d it back with angry groan 
Then Sohiab with his swoid smote Eustum’s helm, 
Noi clove its steel quite thiough , but all the crest 
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He slioie away, and that pioud horsehaii plume, 

Never till now defil’d, sank to the dust, 

And Eustum bow’d his head , but then the gloom 
Giew blacker thunder rumbled in the an, 500 

And lightnings lent the cloud , and Euksh, the hoise, 
Who stood at hand, utter’d a dieadful cry 
No horse’s ciy was that, most like the roai 
Of some pain’d deseit lion, who all day 
Has trail’d the hunter ’s.javelm in his side, 

And comes at night to die upon the sand — 

The two hosts heard that cry, and quak’d foi feai, 

And Oxus curdled as it cross’d his stream 

But Sohrab heard, and quail’d not, but rush’d on, 

And struck again , and again Eustum bow’d 510 
His head , but this time all the blade, like glass, 
Sprang in a thousand shivers on the helm, 

And in his hand the hilt remain’d alone 

Then Eustum rais’d his head his dreadful eyes 

Glar’d, and he shook on high his menacing speai, 

Ajid shouted Biistmi f Sohiab heaid that shout, 

And shrank amaz’d back he recoil’d one step, 

And scann’d with blinking eyes the advancing form 
And then he stood bewilder’d , and he dropp’d 
His covermg shield, and the spear pieic’d his side 520 
He reel’d, and staggering back, sunk to the ground 
And then the gloom dispers’d, and the wind fell, 

Amd the biight sun broke forth, and melted all 
The cloud , and the two armies saw the pair , 

Saw Eustum standing, safe upon his feet. 

And Sohrab, wounded, on the bloody sand 
Then, with a bitter smile, Eustum began — 

‘ Sohrab, thou thoughtest in thy mind to kill 
A Persian lord this day, and strip his corpse, 

And beai thy trophies to Afiasiab’s tent 530 

Or else that the great Eustum would come down 
Himself to fight, and that thy wiles would move 
c2 
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His heait to take a gift, and let thee go 
And then that all the Tartar host would praise 
Thy couiage or thy craft, and spread thy fame, 

To glad thy father in his weak old age 
FooD thou ait slam, and by an unknown man^ 
Dealer to the led jackals shalt thou be, 

Than to thy fiiends, and to thy fathei old ’ 

And with a fearless mien Sohrab replied — 640 

^Unknown thou ait, yet thy €eice vaunt is vain 
Thou dost not slay me, proud and boastful man ’ 

No ^ Eustiim slays me, and this filial heart 
For were I match’d with ten such men as thou, 

And I were he who till to-day I was, 

They should be lying heie, I standing there 
But that beloved name unneiv’d my aim — 

That name, and something, I confess, in thee, 

Which troubles all my heart, and made my shield 
Fall , and thy spear transfix’d an unaim’d foe 650 
And now thou boastest and insult’st my fate 
But hear thou this, fierce man, tremble to heai ^ 

The mighty Eustum shall avenge my death ^ 

My father, whom I seek through all the world, 

He shall avenge my death, and punish thee ^ ’ 

As when some hunter in the spring hath found 
A breeding eagle sitting on her nest, 

Upon the ciaggy isle of a hill lake, 

And pierc’d her with an arrow as she rose. 

And follow’d her to find out where she fell 660 

Far off anon hei ihate comes winging back 
From hunting, and a gieat way off descries 
His huddling young left sole , at that, he checks 
His pinion, and with short uneasy sweeps 
Circles above his eyry, with loud screams 
Chiding his mate back to her nest , but she 
Lies dying, with the arrow in her side, 

In some far stony gorge out of his ken, 
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A heap of flutteiing featheis neyei moie 

Shall the lake glass her, hying ovei it , 570 

Never the black and diipping precipices 

Echo her stormy scieam as she sails by — 

As that pool bud flies home, nor knows his loss-— 

So Eustum knew not his own loss, but stood 
Over his dying son, and knew him not 
But with a cold, ineiedulous voice, he said — 
^What piate is this of latheis and levenge*!^ 

The mighty Eustum never had a son ’ 

And, with a failing voice, Sohiab leplied — 

^Ah yes, he had^ and that lost son am I 580 

Surely the news will one day reach his eai, 

Eeach Eustum, wheie he sits, and tairies long, 
Somewheie, I know not wheie, but fai fiom heie, 
And pierce him hke a stab, and make him leap 
To aims, and cry for vengeance upon thee 
Fieice man, bethink thee, for an only son’ 

What will that giief, what will that vengeance be ’ 
Oh, could I live, till I that giiet had seen ’ 

Yet him I pity not so much, but hei, 

My mothei, who m Aderbaijan dwells 590 

With that old king, her fathei, who glows giey 
With age, and lules ovei the valiant Kooids 
Her most I pity, who no moie will see 
Sohiab returning fiom the Taitar camp, 

With spoils and honour, when the war is done 
But a daik lumour will be bruited up, 

From tube to tube, until it leach hei eai , 

And then will that defenceless woman leain 
That Sohrab will lejoice her sight no moie , 

But that in battle with a nameless foe, 600 

By the far-distant Oxus, he is slam ’ 

He spoke , and as he ceas’d he -wept aloud, 
Thinking of hei he left, and his own death 
He spoke , but Eustum listen’d, plung’d in thought 
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Noi did he yei believe it ^as his son 

Who spoke, although he call’d back names he knew, 

For he had had sure tidings that the babe, 

Which was m Ader-baijan born to him, 

Had been a puny girl, no boy at all 

that sad mother sent him word, foi fear 610 

Eustum should take the boy, to tiain in arms , 

And so he deem’d that either Sohrab took, 

By a false boast, the style of Eustum’s son , 

Or that men gave it bun, to swell his fame 
So deem’d he , yet he listen’d, plung’d in thought , 
And his soul set to grief, as the vast tide 
Of the bright rocking Ocean sets to shoie 
At the full moon tears gatheied in his eyes , 

For he remembered his own early youth, 

And all its bounding lapture , as, at dawn, 620 

The shepherd from his mountain lodge desciies 
A fai blight city, smitten by the sun, 

Through many rolling clouds , — so Eustum saw 
His youth , saw Sohrab’s mother, in hei bloom , 

And that old king, hei father, who lov’d well 
His wandering guest, and gave him his fair child 
With joy , and all the pleasant life they led, 

They three, in that long-distant summei-time— 

The castle, and the dewy woods, and hunt 

And hound, and mom on those delightful hills 630 

In Ader-baijan And he saw that Youth, 

Of age and looks to be his own deal son, 

Piteous and lovely, lying on the sand, 

Like some iich hyacinth, which by the scythe 
Of an unskilful gardenei has been cut. 

Mowing the gaiden grass plots near its bed, 

And lies, a fragiant towei of purple bloom. 

On the mown, dying grass ,~so Sohrab lay, 

Lovely in death upon the common sand. 

And Eustum gaz’d on him with giief, and said — 640 
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‘0 Sohrab, tiiou indeed ait such a son 
Whom Rustum, wert thou his, might well have lov’d ^ 
Yet here thou eirest, Sohiab, or else men 
Have told thee false, —thou art not Eustum’s son. 

For Rustum had no son one -child he had — 

But one— a girl who with her mother now 
Plies some light female task, noi di earns of us— 

Of us she dreams not, noi of ivounds, nor war ’ 

But Sohrab answei’d him m wrath , foi now 
The anguish of the deep-hx’d speai giew fieice, 650 
And he desired toj^ draw forth the steel, 

And let the blood flow free, and so to die , 

But first he would convince his stubborn foe— 

And rising sternly on one aim, he said — 

‘Man, who ait thou who dost deny my woids^ 
Truth sits upon the lips of dying men, 

'"And falsehood, while I hv’d, was fai horn mme 
I tell thee piick’d upon this* aim I beai 
That seal which Rustum to my mothei gave. 

That she might puck it on the babe she boie ’ 660 

He spoke and all the blood left Rustum’s cheeks , 
And his knees tottei’d, and he smote his hand 
Against his breast, his heavy mailed hand, 

That the hard iron coislet clank’d aloud 
And to his heait he press’d the othei hand, 

And in a hollow voice he spake, and said — 

‘Sohrab, that weie a proof which could not lie 
If thou shew this, then ait thou Rustum’s son ’ 

Then, with weak hasty fingers, Sohrab loos’d 
His belt, and near the shouldei bar’d his aim, 670 
A:Q,d shew’d a s^gn in faint veimilion points 
Prick’d as a cunning workman, in Pekin, 

Pricks with vermihon some clear poicelain vase, 

An emperor s gift— at eaily morn he paints. 

And all day long, and, wdien mght comes, the lamp 
Lights up Ins studious foiehead and thin hands - 
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So delicately piick’d the sign appeal’d 
On Sohrah’s aim, the sign of Eustum’s seal 
It was that griffin, which of old reai’d Zal, 

Eustum’s gieat father, whom they left to die, 680 
A helpless babe, among the mountain rocks 
Him that kind creature found, and rear’d, and lov’d — 
Then Eustum took it for his glorious sign 
And Sohrab bar’d that figure on his arm, 

And himself scann’d it long ;$vith mournful eyes, 

And then he touch’d it with his hand and said — 
‘How say’st thou'^^ Is that sign the pioper sign 
Of Eustum s son, or of some other man’s ^ ’ 

He spoke but Eustum gaz’d, and gaz’d, and stood 
Speechless , and then he utter’d one sharp cry— 690 
0 hoy — thy father ^— his voice choked there 
And then a dark cloud pass’d befoie his eyes. 

And his head swam, and he sunk down to earth 
But Sohrab crawl’d to where he lay, and cast 
His aims about his neck, and kiss’d his lips, 

And with fond faltering fingers strok’d his cheeks, 
Trying to call him back to life and hfe 
Came back to Eustum, and he op’d his eyes 
And they stood wide ’with horror , and he seiz’d 
In both his hands the dust which lay around, 700 
And threw it on his head, and smirch’d his hair. 

His hail, and face, and beard, and glittering arms 
And strong convulsive gioanmgs shook his breast. 
And his sobs chok’d him, and he clutch’d his swoid, 
To draw it, and for ever let life out 
But Sohiab saw his thought, and held his hands. 

And with a soothing voice he spoke, and said — 
‘Father, forbear for I but meet to day 
The doom that at my birth was written down 
In Heaven, and thou ait Heaven’s unconscious hand 710 
Suiely my heart cued out that it was thou, 

When first I saw thee , and thy heait spoke too, 
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I know it but Fate trod those promptings down 

Under its non heel; Fate, Fate engag’d 

The strife and hurl’d me on my father’s spear. 

But let us speak no more of this I find 
My father , let me feel that I haye found. 

Come, sit beside me on this sand, and take 
My head betwixt thy hands, and kiss my cheeks, 

And wash them with thy tears, and say, ‘‘My son 720 
Quick ^ qmck ^ for numb«r’d are my sands of hfe, 

And swiR , for like the lightning to this field 
I came, and like the wind I go away— 

Sudden, and swift, and like a passing wind 
But it was writ in Heaven that this should be ’ 

So said he and his voice releas’d the heait 
Of Rustum, and his tears broke forth , he cast 
His aims round his son’s neck, and wept aloud, 

And kiss’d him And awe fell on both the hosts 
When they saw Rustum’s giief <»andRuksh, the hoise, 730 
With his head bowing to the giound, and mane 
Sweeping the dust, came near, and m mute woe 
First to the one then to the other mov’d 
His head, as if enquiring what their grief 
Might mean , and from his dark, compassionate eyes, 
The big warm tears loll’d down, and cak’d the sand 
But Rustum chid him with stern voice, and said — 

‘ Ruksh, now thou giievest , but, 0 Euksh, thy feet 
Should then have rotted on their nimble joints, 

When fiist they bore thy master to this field ’ 740 

But Sohiab look’d upon the hoise and said : — 

‘Is this then Ruksh How often, m past days, 

My mother told me of thee, thou brave steed ^ 

My tenible father’s terrible horse , and said, 

That I should one day find thy lord and thee 
Come, let me lay my hand upon thy mane 
0 Ruksh, thou ait more fortunate than I , 

For thou hast gone where I shall nevei go, 
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And snuff'd the breezes of my father's home 

And thou hast trod the sands of Seistan, 750 

And seen the rivei of Helmund, and the lake 

Of Zirrah , and the aged Zal himself 

Has often strok'd thy neck, and given thee food, 

Corn in a golden platter soak'd with wine, 

And said — “O Euksh^ bear Eustum welP" — ^but I 
Have never known my grandsiie's furrow’d face, 

Nor seen his lofty house in Seistan, 

Noi slak’d my thirst at the clear Helmund stieam 
But lodg’d among my fathei’s foes,^ and seen 
Afrasiab's cities only, Samarcand, 760 

Bokhaia, and lone Khiva in the waste. 

And the black Toorkmun tents, and only diunk 
The deseit rivers, Moorghab and Tejend, 

Kohik, and wheie the Kalmuks feed their sheep, 

The noithern Sii , and this gieat Oxus stream — 

The yellow Oxus, by whose brmk I die ’ 

And, with a heavy gioan, Eustum rephed — 

‘ Oh that its waves were flowing over me ^ 

Oh that I saw its grains of yellow silt 
Koll tumbling in the cuirent o'er my head’’ 770 
And, with a giave mild voice, Sohrab leplied — 

‘ Besiie not that, my fathei , thou must live 
For some aie boin to do gieat deeds, and live. 

As some aie born to be obscur'd, and die 
Do thou the deeds I die too young to do. 

And reap a second gloiy in thine age 
Thou ait my fathei, and thy gain is mine. 

But come thou seest this gieat host of men 
Which follow me , I pi ay thee, slay not these 
Let me entieat for them what have they done ^ 780 
They follow’d me, my hope, my fame, my star 
Let them all cross the Oxus back in peace 
But me thou must bear hence, not send with them, 
But cairy me with thee to Seistan, 
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And place me on a bed, and mourn foi me, 

Thou, and the snow-han’d Zal, and all thy fiiends 
And thou must lay me in that lovely earth. 

And hean a stately mound above my bones, 

And plant a far-seen pillar over all . 

That so the passing horseman on the waste 790 

May see my tomb a great way off, and say — 

Sohaby the mighty JRustum’s son, lies there, 

Whom Jm great father did m ignoiance Jiilh- 
And I be not forgotten in my giave ’ 

And, with a mournful voice, Eustum rephed — 
'Fear not, as thou hast said, Sohiab, my son, 

So shall it be for I will burn my tents, 

And quit the host, and bear thee hence with me, 

And cairy thee away to Seistan, 

^ And place thee on a bed, and momn for thee, 800 
With the snow-headed Zal, and all my friends 
And I will lay thee in that lovely earth, 

And heap a stately mound above thy bones, 

And plant a fai-seen pillar ovei all 
And men shall not foiget thee m thy giave 
And I mil spare thy host yea, let them go 
Let them all cross the Oxus back in peace 
What should I do with slaying any more'!^ 

Foi would that all whom I have ever slain 
Might be once more alive , my bitterest foes, 810 
And they who were call’d champions m their time, 
And through whose death I won that fame I have , 
And I were nothing but a common man, 

A poor, mean soldiei, and without renown , 

So thou mightest live too, my son, my son ^ 

Or rather would that I, even I myself, 

Might now be lying on this bloody sand, 

Near death, and by an ignorant stroke of thine, 

Eot thou of mine , and I might die, not thou , 

And I, not thou, be borne to Seistan, 


820 
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And Zai might weep above my giave, not thine , 

And say — 0 son, I tvee^p thee not too sore, 

For xvillingly, I hnoio, thou mefst thine end 
But now in blood and battles was my youth, 

And full of blood and battles is“my age, 

And I shall nevei end this life of blood ’ 

Tiien, at the point of death, Sohrab replied — 

‘ A life of blood mdeed, thou dreadful man ^ 

But thou shalt yet have pe e , only not now , 

Not yet but thou shalt have it on that day, 830 
When thou shalt sail in a high-masted ship, 

Thou and the othei peeis of Kai-Khosioo, 

Retiunmg home ovei the salt blue sea, 

Fiom laying thy deal master in his giave ’ 

And Eustum gaz’d on Sohiab’s face, and said — 

‘ Soon be that day, my son, and deep that sea ^ 

Till then, if fate so wills, let me endine ’ 

He spoke , and Sohiab smil’d on him, and took 
The spear, and drew it from his side, and eas’d 
His wound’s impeiious anguish but the blood 840 
Came welling fiom the open gash, and life 
Flow’d with the stream all down his cold white side 
The crimson toiient lan, dim now, and soil’d, 

Like the soil’d tissue of white violets 
Left, fleshly gatliei’d, on then native bank, 

By lomping childien, whom then muses call 
Fiom the hot fields at noon his head dioop’d low, 
His limbs giew slack , motionless, white, he lay— 
White, wuth eyes clos’d , only when heavy gasps. 
Deep, heavy gasps, quiveiing through all his frame, 850 
Convids’d him back to life, he open’d them, 

And fix’d them feebly on his father’s face 

Till now all stiengtli w^as ebb’d, and fiom his limbs 

Unwillingly the spiiit fled away, 

Regietting the warm mansion which it left. 

And youth and bloom, and this delightful world 
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So on the bloody sand, Sohiab lay dead 
And the gieat Rustum diew his hoisemans cloak 
Down o’ei his face, and sate by his dead son 
As those black gianite pillais, once high-i ear’d 860 
By Jemshid in Persepolis, to beai 
His house, now, mid their broken flights of steps, 

Lie pi one enoimous, down the mountain side— 

So in the sand lay Rustum by Ins son 

And mght came down ^er the solemn waste, 

And the two gazing hosts, and that sole pan, 

And darken’d all , and a cold fog, with night, 

Ciept from the Oxus Soon a hum arose 

As of a great assembly loos’d, and hies 

Began to twinkle through the fog for now 870 

Both aimies mov’d to camp, and took then meal 

The Persians took it on the open sands 

South waid , the Taitais by the river maige 

And Rustum and his son were.left alone 

But the ma]estic liver floated on. 

Out of the mist and hum of that low land, 

Into the fiosty stai light, and theie mov’d, 

Rejoicing, through the hush’d Chorasmian waste, 
Undei the solitaiy moon he flow’d 
Right foi the polai stai, past Oigunje, 880 

Biimming, and biight, and laige then sands begin 
To hem his wateiy maich, and dam his sti earns, 

And split his cuiients , that foi many a league 
The shorn and pai cell’d Oxus stiains along 
Thiough beds of sand and matted lushy isles— 

Oxus, forgetting the blight speed he had 
In his high mountain ciadle m Pameie, 

A foil’d circuitous w^andeiei —till at last 
The long’d for dash of waves is heaid, and wnde 
His lummous home of wateis opens, bright 890 

And tranquil, fiom whose flooi the new bath’d stais 
Emeige, and shine upon the Aial Sea 
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NOTES 

The Episode of Sohrah and Bustum is taken fiom the 
Shdhndma, the Persian national epic composed by the poet 
Eirdawsi about the end of the tenth century The early 
legends of Persia are full of the exploits of Bustum Again 
and again he drove back the enemies of his country, and all 
the stories -which have gathered round his name bear -witness 
to the perpetual strife between Iran and Turan, Persia and 
Tartary, Aryan and Mongol 

On one of his many expediticfhs Bustum came to Semenj^n, 
and there married the daughter of the king, -who was feudatory 
to Afrasiab the Tartar king and the great enemy of Persia 
After Bustum’s departure, a son wal born, who was called 
Sohrab His mother, afraid of losing hei son, sent woid to 
Bustum that the child was a girl, and the seciet of his 
parentage was not revealed to the boy till he was gro-wn 
Then Sohrab desired to seek his father, and, with the aid of 
his grandfather, made preparations to lead a mighty host 
against Persia Afrasiab decided to help him, in the expecta 
tion that both Bustum and Sohrab would be killed in the war, 
and that Persia would thsn be at his mercy Sohrab accord- 
ingly marched against Persia with a gieat army, in the hope 
that Bustum would be sent against him and that he would 
thus have an opportumty of making himself known to his 
father The poem opens with the Persian and Tartar armies 
confronting each other on the banks of the Oxus 

2 Oxus The Oxus rises in the Pamir (oi Pamere) plateau, 
the ‘roof of the world’, and flows into the Sea of Aral 
It IS a broad, lapid river, and was of gieat commeicial 
importance m antiquity, as it formed a means of communica- 
tion between western Asia and India It was also important 
historically as forming the boundaiy line between the great 
Asiatic monarchies and the nomadic tribes There are still 
traces of an old channel running from the south-west of 
the Sea of Aral to the Caspian, and it is probable that the 
Oxus used to flow into the Caspian 

11 Feran-W'isa The first noble of Tuian, who saved the 
life of Kai Khosroo, as an infant, and caused him to be 
brought up as a shepherd 

38 Afrasiab^ King of Tartary, who invaded Persia three 
times he was finally defeated by Bustum, and slam by Kai 
Khosroo 
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42 Ade'i -haijany tlie most northerly piovmce of Peisia 

82 Seistan, a province of Persia bordering on Afghanistan 

Zal the son of Sahm He had light haii, which was 
considered unlucky m Persia, and he was theiefore exposed 
as an infant, on the Elburz mountains, and was cared 
for by a griffin When he had grown up to manhood, he was 
found by his father Sahm, who had been warned in a dream 
that his son was still alive Later he became governor of 
Seistan, and lived to a great age 
• 

101 Kara-Kul m Bokhara 

112 long-necked cranes ‘The cianes migrate in vast 

flocks, which fly durihg the day a great height in the air in 
a Y- or W-shaped formation Under the orders of an 

experienced leadei, each bird keeps his place in the ranks ’ 
(Lydekker) Cf Iliad ii 459-63 ‘ And as the many tribes 

of feathered birds, wild geese or cianes oi long-necked swans, 
on the Asian mead by Kaystrios’ stream, fly hither and 
thither joying in their plumage, and with loud cries settle 
ever onwards, and the mead resounds , even so poured forth 
the many tribes of warriors from ships and huts into the 
Skamandrian plain ^ 

113 Gasbini a city and district to the south of the Elburz 
chain These mountains lie to the south of the Caspian, and 
must be distinguished from Mount Elburz, the highest peak 
m the Caucasus 

119 Bokhara and Khiva^ provinces of Turkestan Sohrab’s 
army was made up of reoiuits from the nomadic tribes of 
Central Asia, many of which aie heie mentioned 

128 Ferghana, a province of Turkestan to the north of the 
Tian-shan Mountains, in which the Jaxartes uses 

131 K^pchak, in Khiva 

132 unkemped, uncombed A S cemban, to comb 

138 Khorassan, a province m the north east of Persia 

160 Odbool, the chief city of Afghanistan 

161 Indmn Caucasus, the Hindu Koosh mountains 

162 sky-neiyhhouring Compare Shakespeare’s ‘heaven- 
kissing hill ’ {Hamlet m iv 60) 
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164 Migratoiy birds sometimes miss their couise, diiven 
out of it perhaps by storms, and come against high 
mountains Not being able to raise themselves to great 
altitudes, and not having the instinct to turn back, they die 
of cold or hunger A high pass in the chain of Mont Blanc 
IS called the Ool des Hirondelles, because the fiist party to 
reach it found a number of swallows dead on the snow near 
the top 

178 aloof he sns Cf Iliad i 488-92 ‘ But he sat by 

his swift-farmg ships, still wio^h, even the heaven-spiung 
son of Peleus, Achilles fleet of foot , he betook him neithei 
to the assembly that is the hero’s glory, neither to war, but 
consumed his heart in tarrying in his pl^ce, and yearned for 
the war-cry and for battle ’ 

223 Kai Khosroo is the first genuinely histoiical Persian 
figure He was known to the Greeks as Cyrus the Elder, 
and many legends are told of his birth and parentage He 
conquered Oioesus King of Lydia, captured Babylon when 
Belshazzar was slam, and was killed in a gi eat battle with th^ 
Turanians 

268 a plume of horse hair Cf Iliad in 334-8 foi the 
description of the armour of Pans ‘ And over his shoulders 
cast he his silver-studded sword of bronze, and then a shield 
great and stuidy And on his mighty head he set a wrought 
helmet of hoise-hair crest, wheieover the plume nodded 
terribly, and he took him a strong spear fitted to his grasp ’ 

276 adorned As a past paiticiple, it is shoit foi 

dighted, fiom the obsolete verb dight, to arrange, piepaic , 
A S dihtan, to get in order, arrange (Skeat) 

286 sandy Bahem The Bahiein islands aic one of the 
chief centres of the peail fishery, and consist of one island 
consideiably larger than the Isle of Wight, a small island, on 
which IS a town, and some locks Since 1867 they have 
been under the protection of Great Britain 

288 tale, numbei Cf the ‘tale of bucks’, Exod v 8 
and Milton’s L'Allegio, 67, ‘Every shepherd tells his tale ’ 

293 swathe or swath A low of mown grass, hence 
a track through a field Apparently from a Teutonic verb, 
meaning to slice, which appears in the Noise woid siada, 
having that meaning 
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388 seqq The fight between Sohrab and Rustum is full 
of reminiscences of the sixteenth book of the Iliad, where 
the fight between Patioklos and Saipedon is described 
at length 

412 Hyphasis oi JSydaspes, the modem Sutlej and Jhehim, 
tiibutaiies of the Indus in the Punjab The Hyphasis 
marked the limit of Alexander the ureat’s advance into 
India Both these rivers rise in the Himalayas The Sutlej 
rises on the north side very near the souice of the Indus, 
and has cut its way thiough Jbhe chain 

452 autumn Star Sinus, the largest star in the constel- 
lation of the Bog, rose m Homer’s time in July, and was 
thei efore connected with the parching heat of summei hence 
the ‘ Bog Bays ’ The epithet ‘ baleful’ is the stock classical 
epithet for Sinus, and it is also the brightest star m the 
heavens Matthew Arnold probably had this m his mind, 
though it IS difficult to call Sinus an Autumn Sta'i Horace 
mentions both Arcturus (Carm in i 27), and the constellation 
Scoi pio (Oan)i ii xvii 17), m connexion with autumn weather 
unfavouiable to human life 

481 seqq foi a doud q't eio suddenly m Heaien Of Iliad 
xvii 365-75 ‘ Thus stiove they, as it had been fire, nor 

would’ st thou have thought there was still sun or moon, foi 
over all the battle where the chiefs stood aiound the slam 
son of Menoitios they weie shiouded in daikness, while the 
other Trojans and well-greaved Achaians fought at ease m 
the clear an, and piercing sunlight was spread over them, 
and on all the earth and hiUs theie was no cloud seen , and 
they ceased fighting now and again, avoiding each othei’s 
dolorous darts and standing far apart ’ 

501 BuLsh uttered a dreadful cry Cf Iliad xvii 
426-8 ‘But the horses of Aiakides that weie apart from 
the battle were weeping, since first they w^ere aware that 
then charioteer was fallen in the dust beneath the hand of 
man-slaymg Hector ’ 

679 qrvffi a = a fabulous ci eatui e w ith wings Poi a f urthei 
description see Ahce in Wonde'tland 

751 The Hehnund rises in the Kohi-Baba hills, flows 
through Afghanistan and Seistan, and disappears into a lake 

AKN ST J) 



50 SOHKAB AND EUSTUM 

703 Moo^ghahf Tijend, Kohil, noithein iiveis of 
Turkestan 

861 Jemshid %n Ferse^olib Jemshid was a mythical 
Persian king Peisepolis was one of the capital cities of 
Peisia, and was piobably founded by Cyrus the Elder or his 
son Oambyses Alexandei the Great is said to ha’v e set fire 
to it with his own hand m B c 331 The gieat rums known 
as the ‘ Thione of Jemshid ’ contain huge pillars, some of 
which aie still standing 

878 Ohoi asmian waste The^Chorasmians were a people 
who inhabited the banks and islands of the lower course of 
the Oxus 

875-92 Note the beauty of the closing passage The 
calm and peimanence of Nature are contrasted with the tragic 
stress and transitoimess of human life The Iliad and the 
Aeneid break off abruptly, but the Greek tragedians nevei 
ended on a climax Modern taste is all the other way , foi 
instance, Ma'nilet on the stage is generally cux tailed, and the 
play ends wiSfi She death of the hero 
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SENDING 

So on the floor lay Balder dead , and loimd 
Lay thickly strewn swords, axes, daits, and speais, 
Which all the Gods in sport had idly thrown 
At Baldei, whom no weapon pieic’d or clove , 

But in his breast stood fixt the fatal bough 

Of mistletoe, which Lok the Accuser gave 

To Hodei, and unwitting Hoder thiew 

’Gainst that alone had Baldei s life no chaiin 

And all the Gods and all the Heioes came 

And stood loiind Baldei on the bloody flooi 10 

Weeping and wailing , and Valhalla lang 

Up to its golden roofs with sobs and cues 

And on the tables stood the untasted meats, 

And in the horns and gold-runm’d skulls the wine 
And now would night have fall’n, and found them yet 
Wailing , but otheiwise was Odin’s will 
And thus the Eathei of the Ages spake — 

‘ Enough of tears, ye Gods, enough of wail ’ 

Not to lament in was Valhalla made 

If any heie might weep foi Baldei’s death, 20 

I most might weep, his fathei , such a son 

I lose to-day, so bright, so lov’d a God 

But he has met that doom, which long ago 

The Normes, when his mother baie him, spun, 

D 2 
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And fate set seal, that so his end must he 
Baldei has met his death, and ye survive 
Weep him an hour, but what can grief avails 
For ye youi selves, ye Gods, shall meet yoiii doom, 
All ye who heai me, and inhabit Heaven, 

And I too, Odin too, the Lord of all , 30 

But ours we shall not meet, when that day comes. 
With women’s teais and weak complaining cries— 
Why should we meet another’s portion so 
Eather it fits you, having wept your hour. 

With cold, diy eyes, and hearts cqpipos’d and stern 
To live, as eist, your daily life in Heaven 
By me shall vengeance on the muiderer Lok, 

The foe, the accuser, whom, though Gods, we hate, 
Be strictly cai’d for, in the appointed day 
Meanwhile, to-morrow, when the mormng dawns, 40 
Bung wood to the seashore to Balder’s ship, 

And on the deck build high a funeial pile, 

And on the top lay Balder’s corpse and put 
Fire to the wood, and send him out to sea 
To burn , for that is what the dead desire ’ 

So having spoke, the king of Gods arose. 

And mounted his horse Sleipnei, whom he rode. 

And fiom the hall of Heaven he rode away 
To Lidskialf, and sate upon his throne, 

The mount, fiom whence his eye surveys the woild 
And far fiom Heaven he turn’d his shining orbs 5i 
To look on Midgard, and the earth, and men 
And on the conjuiing Lapps he bent his gaze 
Whom antlei’d lemdeer pull over the snow , 

And on the Finns, the gentlest of mankind, 

Fair men who live in holes under the ground , 

Hor did he look once moie to Ida’s plain. 

For tow’rd Valhalla, and the son owing Gods, 

For well he knew the Gods would heed his woid, 
And cease to mouin, and think of Baldei ’s pyie 60 
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But in Valhalla all the Gods went back 
Eiom around Balder, all the Heioes went, 

And left his body sti etch’d upon the flooi 
And on their golden chans they sate again, 

Beside the tables, in the hall of Heaven , 

And befoie each the cooks who seiv’d them plac’d 
New messes of the boar Seiimnei’s flesh. 

And the Valkyries crown’d their hoi ns with mead 
So they, with pent-up bsarts and tearless eyes, 
Wailing no more, m silence ate and diank, 70 

While twilight fejl, and sacied night came on 
But the blmd Hoder left the feasting Go<5s 
In Odin’s hall, and went thiough Asgaid streets, 
And past the haven where the Gods have moor’d 
Their ships, and through the gate, beyond the v all , 
Though sightless, yet his own mind led the God 
Down to the margin of the roaring sea 
He came, and sadly went along the sand, 

Between the wa'ves and black o’eihanging clifls 
Wheie in and out the screaming seafov-l fly , 80 

Until he came to where a gully breaks 
Thiough the chff wall, and a fresh stream runs do^\ll 
From the high moois behind, and meets the sea 
Theie in the glen Fensalei stands, the house 
Of Fiea, honour’d mother of the Gods, 

And shows its lighted windows to the mam 
Theie he went up, and pass’d the open doois , 

And m the hall he found those women old. 

The prophetesses, who by rite eterne 
On Flea’s hearth feed high the sacied fire 90 

Both night and day , and by the inner wall 
Upon her golden chair the Mother sate, 

With folded hands, revolving things to come 
To her drew Hoder near, and spake, and said — 
‘Mother, a child ot bale thou bar’st in me ’ 

For, first, thou barest me •with blinded eyes. 
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Sightless and helpless, 'w andeiing weak in Hea^ en , 
And, after that, of ignoiant witless mind 
Thou baiest me, and unfoieseeing soul , 

That I alone must take the branch fioni Lok, 100 
The foe, the accusei, whom, though Gods, we hate, 
And cast it at the deal -lov’d Baldei’s bieast 
At whom the Gods in spoit then weapons thiew— 
’Gainst that alone had Baldei’s life no chaiin 
ISTow theiefoie what to attempt, oi whithei fly, 

Foi who wull beai my hateful sight in Heaven ^ 

Can I, 0 mothei, bung them Baldei back ^ 

Or— for thou know’st the fates, and things allow'd— 
Can I with Hela’s powei a compact stiike, 

And make exchange, and give my life foi his ’ llO 
He spoke the mother of the Gods lephed — 
^Hodei, ill-fated, child of bale, my son. 

Sightless in soul and eye, what woids aie these 
That one, long poition’d with his doom of death, 
Should change his lot, and fill anothei’s life. 

And Hela yield to this, and let him go ^ 

On Baldei Death hath laid hei hand not thee , 

Noi doth she count this life a puce foi that 
Foi many Gods in Heaven, not thou alone. 

Would fieely die to pui chase Baldei back, 120 

And wend themselves to Hela’s gloomy lealm 
Foi not so gladsome is that life in Heaven 
Which Gods and Heioes lead, in feast and fiay, 
Waiting the daikness of the final times, 

That one should giudge its loss foi Baldei s sake, 
Balder their joy, so bright, so lov’d a God 
But fate withstands, and laws foi bid this way 
Yet in my secret mind one way I know, 

Nor do I judge if it shall win oi fail , 

But much must still be tiied, which shall but fail ’ 
And the blind Hodei answei’d hei, and said — 131 
‘What way is this, O mothei, that thou show’s t^^* 
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Is it a mattei which a God might tiy*^’ 

And stiaight the mother of the Gods leplied — 

' Theie is a load which leads to Hela’s lealm, 
Untiodden, lonely, far fiom hght and Heaven 
Who goes that way must take no othei horse 
To iide, but Sleipner, Odin’s hoise, alone 
Noi must he choose that common path of Gods 
Which eveiy day they come and go in Heaven, 140 
O’ei the budge Bifiost, ivheie is Heimdall’s watch, 
Past Midgaid foitiess, down to eaitli and men, 

But he must tread a dark untiavell’d load 
Which branches from the north of Heaven, and iide 
Nine days, mne nights, towaid the northern ice. 
Through valleys deep engulf’d, with i baring sti earns 
And he will leach on the tenth morn a bridge 
Which spans with golden arches Giall’s stieam, 

Not Bifiost, but that bridge a damsel keeps, 

Who tells the passing tioops^of dead then way 160 
To the low shoie of ghosts, and Hela’s lealm 
And she will bid him northwaid steer his couise 
Then he will journey thiough no lighted land, 

Nor see the sun aiise, noi see it set, 

But he must evei watch the noithein Beai, 

Who from hei fiozen height with jealous eye 
Confionts the Dog and Hunter m the south, 

And IS alone not dipt in Ocean’s stieam 
And straight he will come down to Ocean s stiand— 
Ocean, whose wateiy ring enfolds the woild, 160 
And on whose maige the ancient giants dwell 
But he will reach its unknown noithein shoie, 

Fai, fai beyond the outmost giant’s home, 

At the chink’d fields of ice, the waste of snow 
And he will fare acioss the dismal ice 
Northwaid, until he meets a sti etching wall 
Bailing his way, and in the wall a giate 
But then he must dismount, and on the ice 
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Tighten the girths of Sleipnei, Odin’s horse, 

And make him leaii the grate, and come within 170 
And he will see stretch lound him Hela’s lealin 
The plains of Niflheim, where dwell the dead, 

And heal the loaimg of the streams of Hell 
And he will see the feeble, shadowy tribes, 

And Baldei sitting crown’d, and Ilela’s tin one 
Then must he not legard the wailful ghosts 
Who all will flit, like eddyifig leaves, around , 

But he must straight accost their solemn queen, 

And pay hei homage, and entreat >vith piayeis, 
Telling hei all that giief they have in Heaven 180 
Foi Baldei, whom she holds by light below , 

If haply he may melt hei heart with words, 

And make her yield, and give him Baldei back ’ 

She spoke, but Hoder answer’d hei and said — 
‘Mothei, a dreadful way is tins thou show’st , 

ISTo journey for a sightless God to go 
And straight the mother of the Gods replied -- 
‘Therefore thyself thou shalt not go, my son 
But he whom fiist thou meetest when thou com’st 
To Asgaid, and declai’st this hidden Avay, 190 

Shall go , and I will be his guide unseen ’ 

She spoke, and on her face let fall her veil 
And bow’d her head, and sate with folded hands 
But at the central hearth those women old. 

Who while the Mother spake had ceased then toil. 
Began again to heap the sacred tue 
And Hoder turn’d, and left his niothei’s house, 
Fensaler, whose lit windows look to sea , 

And came agam down to the loaiing waves, 

And back along the beach to Asgaid went, 200 

Pondering on that which Frea said should be 
But night came down, and darken’d Asgaid streets. 
Then from then loathed feast the Gods aiose, 

And lighted torches, and took up the corpse 
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Of Baldei from the flooi ot Odin’s hall, 

And laid it on a bier, and bare him home 
Through the fast-darkening streets to his own house, 
Bieidablik, on whose columns Balder giav’d 
The enchantments that lecall the dead to hie 
For wise he was, and many cuiious aits, 210 

Postuies of runes, and healing heibs he knew, 
Unhappy but that ait he did not know, 

To keep his own life saf^, and see the sun — 

There to his hall the Gods bi ought Baldei home, 
And each bespake,him as he laid him down — 
‘Would that ourselves, 0 Balder, we weie borne 
Home to our halls, with toichlight, by our kin, 

So thou nnght’st hve, and still delight the Gods ’ 
They spake , and each went home to his own house 
But there was one, the first of all the Gods 22C 
For speed, and Heimod was his name in Heaven , 
Most fieet he was, but now he went the last, 

Heavy in heait foi Balder, to his house, 

Which he m Asgaid built hmi, theie to dvell, 
Against the haibour, by the city wall 
Him the blind Hodei met, as he came up 
Fiom the sea citywaid, and knew his step , 

Nor yet could Hermod see his brothel’s face, 

Foi it giew daik , but Hoder touch’d his aim 
And as a spiay of honeysuckle floweis 230 

Brushes acioss a tiled travellei’s face 
Who shuffles thiough the deep dew-moisten’d dust, 
On a May evening, in the daiken’d lanes, 

And starts him, that he thinks a ghost went by— 

So Hodei brush’d by Hermod’s side, and said — 

‘ Take Sleipner, Hermod, and set forth with dawn 
To Hela’s kingdom, to ask Baldei back , 

And they shall be thy guides, who have the powei ’ 
He spake, and bi ash’d soft by, and disappeai’d 
And Heimod gazed into the night, and said — 24C 
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‘Who IS it utteis through the daik his best 
So quickly, and will wait foi no leply 
The voice was like the unhappy Hodei's voice 
Howbeit I will see, and do his best , 

Foi theie lang note divine in that command ’ 

So speaking, the fleet-tooted Heimod came 
Home, and lay down to sleep in his own house , 

And all the Gods lay down in then own homes 
And Hodei too came home,« distraught with giief, 
Loatlnng to meet, at dawn, the othei Gods , 250 

And he went in, and shut the door, and fixt 
His sword upiight, and fell on it, and died 
But fiom the hill of Lidskialf Odin rose, 

The thione, from which his eye surveys the woild , 
And mounted Sleipnei, and in darkness rode 
To Asgard And the stars came out m heaven, 

High ovei Asgard, to light home the King 
But fieicely Odin gallop’d, mov’d in heart, 

And swift to Asgard, to the gate, he came 

And teiiibly the hoofs of Sleipner lang 250 

Along the flinty floor of Asgaid streets. 

And the Gods trembled on then golden beds 
Healing the wrathful Father coming home— 

Foi dread, foi like a whiilwind, Odin came 
And to Valhalla’s gate he rode, and left 
Sleipner , and Sleipnei went to his own stall , 

And in Valhalla Odin laid him down 
But in Bieidabhk Nanna, Balder’s wife, 

Came with the Goddesses who wrought her will, 
And stood by Balder lying on his biei 270 

And at his head and feet she station’d Scalds 
Who in their lives were famous for their song , 
These o’ei the corpse mton’d a plaintive stiaiii, 

A diige , and Kanna and her tram replied 
And fai into the night they wail’d then diige 
But when then souls were satisfied with wail, 
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They went, and laid them down, and Nanna went 
Into an nppei chambei, and lay down , 

And Frea seaFd her tired lids with sleep 
And Twas when night is bordering haid on dawn, 
When air is chilliest, and the stais sunk low , 281 

Then Balder’s spiiit thiough the gloom diew near, 
In’ garb, in form, m featme as he was, 

Ahve, and still the lays were lound his head 
Which weie his gloiious*maik in Heaven , he stood 
Ovei against the cm tain of the bed, 

And gaz’d on Nanna as she slept, and spake — 

*Fooi lamb, thou sleepest, and foigett'st thy woe 
Tears stand upon the lashes of thme eyes, 

Tears wet the pillow by thy cheek , but thou, 290 
Like a young child, hast cried thyself to sleep 
Sleep on I watch thee, and am here to aid 
Ahve I kept not far fiom thee, dear soul. 

Neither do I neglect thee now, though dead 
For with tomonow’s dawn the Gods piepaie 
To gather wood, and build a funeral pile 
Upon my ship, and burn my corpse with fire, 

That sad, sole honour of the dead , and thee 
They think to burn, and all my choicest wealth, 
With me, foi thus oi darns the common iite 300 
But it shall not be so but mild, but swift, 

But painless shall a stroke from Fiea come, 

To cut thy thread of life, and free thy soul, 

And they shall bum thy corpse with mine, not thee 
And 'well I know that by no stroke of death, 

Tardy oi swift, wouldst thou be loath to die, 

So it lestoied thee, Nanna, to my side, 

Whom thou so well hast lov’d , but I can smooth 
Thy way, and this, at least, my piayeis avail 
Yes, and I fain would altogether waid 310 

Death from thy head, and with the Gods in Heaven 
Prolong thy life, though not by thee desiikl 
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But right bais this, not only thy desire 
Yet dreaiy, !Nanna, is the life they lead 
In that dun world, in Hela’s mouldering realm , 

And doleful aie the ghosts, the troops of dead. 
Whom Hela mth austere control presides , 

For of the race of G-ods is no one there, 

Save me alone, and Hela, solemn queen. 

And all the nobler souls of mortal men 320 

On battle-field have met th^ir death, and now 
Feast in Valhalla, m my father’s hall , 

Only the inglorious sort are there below, 

The old, the cowards, and the weak aie there— 

Men spent by sickness, oi obscure decay 
But even theie, O Hanna, we might find 
Some solace in each other’s look and speech. 
Wandering togethei thiough that gloomy woild. 

And talking of the life we led in Heaven, 

While we yet lived, among the other Gods ’ 330 

He spake, and straight his lineaments began 
To fade , and Hanna in hei sleep stretch’d out 
Her arms towards him with a ciy , but he 
Moiiinfully shook his head, and disappear’d 
And as the woodman sees a little smoke 
Hang in the an, afield, and disappear -- 
So Baldei faded in the night away 
And Hanna on her bed sunk back , but then 
Fiea, the mother of the Gods, with stroke 
Painless and swift, set free her airy soul, 340 

Which took, on Balder’s track, the way below , 

And instantly the sacred morn appear’d 
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Forth from the east, up the ascent of Heaven, 

Day diove his couiser with the shining mane , 

And in Valhalla, fiom his gable perch, 

The golden-crested cock began to crow 
Hereafter, in the blackest dead of night 
With shiill and dismal cries that bird shall ciow, 
Warnmg the Gods* that foes draw mgh to Heaven , 
But now he crew at dawn, a cheerful note, ^50 

To wake the Gods and Heioes to then tasks 
And all the Gods, and all the Heroes, woke 
And from their beds the Heroes rose, and donn'd 
Their arms, and led their horses from the stall 
And mounted them, and in Yg-lhalla’s couit 
Weie rang’d , and then the daily fray began 
And all day long they theie aie hack’d and hewn 
’Mid dust, and gioans, and limbs lopp’d off, and blood , 
But all at night letuin to Odin’s hall 
Woundless and fiesh , such lot is theiis in Heaven 
And the Valkyiies on then steeds went foith 361 
Toward earth and fights of men , and at then side 
Skulda, the youngest of the Noinies, lode. 

And over Bifiost, where is Heimdall’s watch, 

Past Midgard foitiess, down to eaith they came , 
Theie through some battle-field, wheie men fall fast, 
Then hoises fetlock-deep in blood, they iide, 

And pick the biavest wariiois out for death, 

Whom they bring back with them at night to Heaven, 
To glad the Gods, and feast in Odm’s hall 370 

But the Gods went not now, as otherwhile, 

Into the tilt-yard, where the Heioes fought, 

To feast then eyes with looking on the fiay , 
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Noi did they to their judgemeiit-place lepair 
By the ash Igdrasil, in Ida’s plain, 

Where they hold council, and give laws foi men 
But they went, Odin fiist, the rest behind, 

To the hall Grladheim, which is built of gold , 

Wheie are in circle rang’d twelve golden chans, 

And in the midst one higher, Odin’s throne 380 
There all the Gods m silence sate them down , 

And thus the Father of the •'ages spake ~ 

‘ Go quickly, Gods, bring wood to the seashore, 
With all, which it beseems the dead to have, 

And make a funeral pile on Baldei’s ship , 

On the twelfth day the Gods shall bum his coipse. 
But Hermod, thou, take Sleipner, and iide down 
To Hela’s kingdom, to ask Balder back ’ 

So said he , and the Gods arose, and took 
Axes and ropes, and at their head came Thoi, 390 
Shouldering his hanimei, which the giants know 
Foith wended they, and drave their steeds befoie 
And up the dewy mountain-tiacks they fai’d 
To the dark forests, m the early dawn , 

And up and down, and side and slant they loam’d 
And from the glens all day an echo came 
Of Clashing falls , tor with his hammei Thoi 
Smote ’mid the locks the lichen-beaided pines, 398 
And burst their roots, while to then tops the Gods 
Made fast the woven ropes, and hal’d them down. 
And lopp’d their boughs, and clove them on the swaid. 
And bound the logs behmd then steeds to diaw. 

And drave them homeward, and the snoitmg steeds 
Went straining through the crackling brushwood down 
And by the daikling forest paths the Gods 
Follow’d, and on their shoulders carried boughs 
And they came out upon the plain, and pass’d 
Asgaid, and led their horses to the beach, 

And loos’d them of their loads on the seashoie, 409 
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And lang’d the wood in stacks by Baldei’s ship , 
And eveiy God went home to hisu own house 
But when the Gods were to the foiest gone, 
Hermod led Sleipnei from Valhalla foith 
And saddled him, before that, Sleipner bi cok’d 
No meaner hand than Odin’s on his mane, 

On his broad b4ck no lesser rider bore , 

Yet docile now he stood at Hermod’s side, 

Archmg his neck, and glad to be bestiode, 

Knowing the God they went to seek, how dear 
But Heimod mounted him, and sadly fai’d 420 

In silence up the dark untravell’d road 
Which branches from the north of Heaven, and went 
All day, and daylight wan’d, and night came on 
And all that night he rode, and journey’d so, 

Nine days, nine nights, towards the northern ice 
Through valleys deep-engulf’d, by roaiing streams 
And on the tenth morn he beheld the budge 
Which spans with golden aiches GialTs stieain, 

And on the bridge a damsel watching arm’d, 

In the stiait passage, at the farther end 430 

Where the load issues between walling locks 
Scant space that warder left for passeis by , 

But as when cowheids in October drive 
Then kine across a snowy mountain pass 
To winter pasture on the southern side. 

And on the ridge a waggon chokes the wa^’', 

Wedg’d in the snow , then painfully the hinds 
With goad and shouting uige then cattle past, 
Plunging thiough deep untiodden banks of snow 
To right and left, and warm steam fills the air— 

So on the bridge that damsel block’d the way, 441 
And question’d Heimod as he came, and said — 
‘Who ait thou on thy black and fieiy horse 
Undei whose hoofs the budge o’er Giall’s stream 
Eumbles and shakes'? Tell me thy lace and home 
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But 3 ^esteniioin, five tioops of dead pass’d by, 

Bound on tbeir way below to Hela's realm, 

Nor shook the bridge so much as thou alone 
And thou hast fiesh and colour on thy cheeks, 

Like men who live and draw the vital air , 450 

Nor look'st thou pale and wan, like men deceas’d. 
Souls bound below, my daily passers here ’ 

And the fleet-footed Hermod answer’d her — 

‘0 damsel, Hermod am I call’d, the son 
Of Odin, and my high-roofd house is built 
Far hence, in Asgard, in the city of Gods , 

And Sleipnei, Odin’s horse, is this" I nde 
And I come, sent this road on Balder’s tiack , 

Say then, if he hath cross’d thy bridge oi no ’ 

He spake , the wardei of the bridge replied — 460 
‘O Heimod, laiely do the feet of Gods 
Oi of the horses of the Gods resound 
Upon my bridge , and^ when the\^ cross, I know 
Balder hath gone this way, and ta’en the road 
Below there, to the north, toward Hela’s realm 
From heie the cold white mist can be discern’d. 

Nor ht with sun, but through the daiksome an 
By the dim vapour-blotted light of stais, 

Which hangs ovei the ice wheie lies the load 
Foi in that ice are lost those noithein sti earns, 470 
Freezing and iidging in their onwaid flow. 

Which fiom the fountain of Yergelmei lun, 

The spring that bubbles up by Hela’s throne 
There aie the ]oyless seats, the haunt of ghosts, 
Hela’s pale swaims , and theie was Balder bound 
Eide on , pass fiee but he by this is theie ’ 

She spake, and stepp’d aside, and left him loom 
And Hermod gieeted hei, and gallop’d by 
Across the budge ; then she took post again 
But northward Heimod lode, the way below , 480 

And o ei a darksome tract, which knov s no sun 
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But by tbe blotted light of stais, he fai’d 
And he came down to Ocean’s northern stiand 
At the dieai ice, beyond ^he giants’ home 
Thence on he journey’d o’ei the fields of ice 
Still north, until he met a stretching wall 
Barring his way, and in the wall a grate 
Then he dismounted, and diew tight the girths, 

On the smooth ice, of Sleipnei, Odin’s hoise, 

And made him leap the giate, and came within 490 
And he beheld spiead round him Hela’s realm, 

The plains of Niflheim, where dwell the dead, 

And heard the thunder of the streams of Hell 
For neai the wall the rivei of Eoaimg flows, 
Outmost, the others neai the centie lun— 

The Stoim, the Abyss, the Howhng, and the Pain , 
These flow by Hela’s thione, and neai then spiing 
And fiom the daik flock’d up the shadowy tribes 
And as the swallows crowd the buhush-beds 
Of some clear nvei, issuing fiom a lake, 600 

On autumn days, befoie they cioss the sea; 

And to each bulrush-ciest a shallow hangs 
Swinging, and others skim the river stieams. 

And their quick twittering fills the banks and shoies— 
So around Hermod swaim’d the twitteiing ghosts 
Women, and infants, and young men who died 
Too soon foi fame, with white ungiaven shields , 
And old men, known to gloiy, but their stai 
Betiay’d them, and of wastmg age they died, 

Not wounds , yet, dying, they their amioui woie. 
And now have chief regard in Hela’s realm 531 
Behind flock’d wrangling up a piteous ciew, 

Greeted of none, disfeatur’d and forlorn — 

Cowards, who were m sloughs inter I’d alive , 

And round them still the wattled hurdles hung, 
Wherewith they stamp’d them down, and trod them deep, 
To hide then shameful memory fiom men, 
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But all he pass’d unhail’d, and leach’d the thione 
Of Hela, and saw, near it, Baldei down’d, 

And Hela sat thereon, with countenance stem, 520 
And thus hespake him first the solemn queen — 
^Unhappy, how hast thou endui’d to leave 
The light, and journey to the cheerless land 
Where idly flit about the feeble shades 
How didst thou cross the bridge o’er Griall’s stream, 
Being alive, and come to Ocean’s shore*? 

Or how o’erleap the grate that bars the wall’’ 

She spake but down off Sleipner Hermod sprang, 
And fell before her feet, and clasp’d her knees , 

And spake, and mild entreated her, and said — 530 

‘0 Hela, wherefore should the Gods (feclare 
Then errands to each othei, or the ways 
They go’ the errand and the way is known 
Thouknow’st,thouknow’st, whatgnef we havemHeaven 
For Balder, whom thqu hold’st by right below . 
Eestoie him, for what pait fulfils he here’ 

Shall he shed cheer over the cheerless seats, 

And touch the apathetic ghosts with joy’ 

Not for such end, O queen, thou hold’st thy realm 
For Heaven was Balder boin, the city of Gods 540 
And Heroes, where they hve in light and ]oy 
Thithei lestore him, for his place is theie ’ 

He spoke , and giave leplied the solemn queen 
‘ Hermod, for he thou ait, thou son of Heaven ’ 

A strange, unlikely errand, suie, is thine 
Do the Gods send to me to make them blest’ 

Small bliss my lace hath of the Gods obtain’d 
Three mighty children to my father Lok 
Did Angerbode, the giantess, bring forth— 

Fenris the wolf, the serpent huge, and me 560 

Of these the serpent m the sea ye cast. 

Who since in youi despite hath wax’d amain, 

And now with gleaming iing enfolds the woild , 
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Ble on this cheerless nethei woild ye threw, 

And gave me nme unhghted realms to lule , 

While on his island m the lake atai, 

Made fast to the bor’d crag, by wile not stiength 
Subdu’d, with limber chains lives Fern is bound 
Lok still subsists in Heaven, our fathei wise, 

Your mate, though loath’d, and feasts in 0dm s hall , 
But him too foes await, and netted snaies, 561 

And m a cave a bed of needle rocks, 

And o’er his visage seipents diopping gall 
Yet he shall one day use, and burst his bonds, 

And with himself set us his offspimg fiee, 

When he guides Muspel’s chddien to then bourne 
Till then in peiil oi in pain we live, 

Wrought by the Gods and ask the Gods oiii aid*^ 
Howbeit, we abide our day, till then, 

We do not, as some feebler haters do, 670 

Seek to afflict our foes with petiy pangs, 

Helpless to better us, or lum them 
Come then , if Baldei was so deal belov d, 

And this IS true, and such a loss is Heaven s— 

Hear, how to Heaven may Baldei be lestoi’d 
Show me thiough all the woild the signs of giief 
Fails but one thing to giieve, here Baldei stops 
Let all that lives and moves upon the eaith 
Weep him, and all that is without Me weep , 

Let Gods, men, biutes, beweep him , plants and stones 
So shall I know the lost was deal mdeed, 581 

And bend my heart, and give him back to Heaven ’ 
She spake , and Heimod answer’d hei, and said — 
*Hela, such as thou say’st, the terms shall be 
But come, declare me this, and tiuly tell 
May I, ere I depart, bid Balder hail‘d 
Or IS it here withheld to gieet the dead ^ ’ 

He spake, and straightway Hela answer’d him 
‘Heimod, gieet Balder if thou wilt, and hold 
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Conveibe , his speech lemains, though he be dead ’ 590 
And straight to Balder Hermod turn’d, and spake — 
‘ Even in the abode of death, O Balder, hail ^ 

Thou hear’st, if hearing, like as speech, is thine. 

The terms of thy leleasement hence to Heaven , 

Fear nothing but that all shall be fulfill’d 
Eoi not unmindful of thee are the Gods, 

Who see the light, and blest m Asgard dwell , 

Even here they seek thee out, m Hela’s realm 
And sure of all the happiest far art thou 
Who ever have been known in earth oi Heaven , 
Alive, thou weit of Gods the most belov’d, 601 

And now thou sittest crown’d by Hela’s side, 

Here, and hast honour among all the dead ’ 

He spake , and Baldei utter’d him reply, 

But feebly, as a voice fai off, he said — 

^Heimod the nimble, gild me not my death. 

Bettei to live a slavey a captur’d man, 

Who scatters rushes in a master’s hall, 

Than be a crown’d kmg here, and lule the dead 
And now I count not of these terms as safe 610 
To be fulfill’d, noi my return as suie, 

Though I be lov’d, and many mourn my death , 

Pol double-minded evei was the seed 
Of Lok, and double aie the gifts they give 
Howbeit, lepoit thy message, and therewith, 

To Odin, to my fathei, take this iing. 

Memorial of me, whethei sav’d oi no 

And tell the Heaven-boin Gods how thou hast seen 

Me sitting here below by Hela’s side. 

Clown’d, having honour among all the dead ’ 620 

He spake, and rais’d his hand, and gave the ring 
And with inscrutable regard the queen 
Of Hell beheld them, and the ghosts stood dumb 
But Hermod took the ring, and yet once moie 
Kneel’d and did homage to the solemn queen , 
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Then mounted Sleipnei, and set foitli to ride 
Back, through the astonish’d tribes of dead, to Heaven 
And to the wall he came, and found the grate 
Lifted, and issued on the helds of ice, 

And o’er the ice he fai’d to Ocean’s strand, 630 
And up from thence, a wet and misty road, 

To the arm’d damsel’s bridge, and Giall’s stieam 
Worse was that way to go than to return, 

Foi him for otheis all return is barr’d 
Nine days he took to go, two to return , 

And on the twelfth morn saw the hght of Heaven 
And as a traveller in the eaily dawn 
To the steep edge of some great valley comes, 
Through which a iiver flows, and sees, beneath, 
Clouds of white rollmg vapours fill the vale, 640 
But o’er them, on the farther slope, descries 
Vineyards, and crofts, and pastures, bright with sun— 
So Hermod, o’er the fog between, saw Heaven 
And Sleipnei snorted, for he smelt the air 
Of Heaven, and mightily, as wing’d, he flew 
And Heimod saw the toweis of Asgaid use, 

And he drew neai, and heaid no living voice 
In Asgard, and the golden halls weie dumb 
Then Hermod knew what labour held the Gods , 

And through the empty streets he rode, and pass d 
Under the gate-house to the sands, and found 651 
The Gods on the seashoie by Baldei’s ship 
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The Gods held talk together, group’d in knots, 
Round Balder’s coipse, winch they had thithei home. 
And Hermod came down towaids them from the gate 
And Lok, the father of the seipent, first 
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Beheld him come, and to his neighboui spake — 

‘ See, heie is Hermod, who comes single back 
Eiom Hell and shall I tell thee how he seems *5^ 
Like as a fanner, who hath lost his dog, 660 

Some mom, at market, in a crowded town— 
Through many stieets the pool beast runs in vain. 
And follows this man after that, for hours, 

And, late at evening, spent and panting, falls 
Befoie a stiangei’s thieshold, not his home, 

With flanks a-tiemble, and his slender tongue 
Hangs quiveiing out between his dust-smeai’d jaws, 
And piteously he eyes the passeis by. 

But home his master comes to his own farm, 

Eai in the countiy, wondering wheie he is— 670 
So Hermod comes to day unfollow’d home ’ 

And straight his neighbour, mov’d with wiath, 
leplied — 

'Deceivei, fair in form, but false in heait^ 

Enemy, mockei, whom, though Gods, we hate— 
Peace, lest our father Odin heai thee gibe^ 

Would I might see him snatch thee in his hand. 
And bind thy caicase, like a bale, with cords, 

And hurl thee in a lake, to sink oi swim’ 

If deal fiom plotting Baldei’s death, to swim, 

But deep, if thou devisedst it, to diown, 680 

And peiish, against fate, befoie thy dayl’ 

So they two soft to one aiiothei spake 
But Odin look’d tow aid the land, and saw 
His messengei , and he stood foith, and ciied 
And Hermod came, and leapt fiom Sleipner down, 
And in his fathei’s hand put Sleipnei’s lein, 

And gieeted Odin and the Gods, and said — 

^Odin, my fathei, and ye, Gods of Heaven’ 

Lo, home, having perfoim’d youi will, I come. 

Into the joyless kingdom have I been, 

Below, and look’d upon the shadowy tubes 
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Of ghosts, and comnuined with then solemn queen, 
And to yoni piayei she sends you this leply 
Show Iw) through all the tmld the signs of gnef 
Fails hut one thing to gneve, the^e Baldei siojps 
Let Gods, men, h utes, heueep him, plants and stones 
So shall she Mow youi loss ivas deai indeed, 

And lend Im heait, and gne you Baldei had ’ 

He spoke, and all the Gods to Odin look'd, 

And stiaight the Fathei of the ages said — 700 

‘Ye Gods, these teiins may keep anothei day 
But now, put on youi aims, and mount yoiii steeds 
And m piocession all come neai, and weep 
Baldei , for that is what the dead desiie 
When ye enough have wept, then build a pile 
Of the heap’d wood, and bum his coipse with file 
Out of our sight, that we may turn fiom giief, 

And lead, as eist, oui daily life in Heaven ' 

He spoke, and the Gods aim’d, and 0dm donn’d 
His dazzling coislet and his helm of gold, 710 

And led the way on Sleipner, and the lest 
Follow’d, m teais, then fathei and then king 
And thiice in arms aioiind the dead they lode, 
Weeping, the sands weie wetted, and then aims, 
With then thick-fallmg teais so good a fiiend 
They moiiin’d that day, so biight, so lov'd a God 
And Odin came, and laid his kingly hands 
On Baldei ’s bieast, and thus began the wail — 
‘Faiewell, 0 Baldei, bright and loved, my son’ 

In that gieat day, the twilight of the Gods, 720 
When Muspel’s childien shall beleaguei Heaven, 
Then we shall miss thy counsel and thy aim ’ 

Thou earnest near the next, O w^ariioi Thoi ’ 
Shouldeiing thy hammer, in thy chaiiot diawn, 
Swaying the long-haii’d goats wuth silvei’d lem, 

And over Balder’s coipse these words didst say 
‘Brothel, thou dwellest in the darksome land, 
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And talkest with the feeble tribes of ghosts, 

Now, and I know not how they prize thee there, 

But heie, I know, thou wilt be miss’d and mourn’d 
Foi haughty spirits and high wraths aie rife 731 
Among the Grods and Heroes heie in Heaven, 

As among those whose joy and work is wai , 

And daily strifes aiise, and angiy woids 
But from thy lips, O Balder, night or day, 

Heard no one ever an injurious word 
To God or Hero, but thou keptest back 
The others, labouiing to compose their biawls. 

Be ye then kind, as Balder too was kind^ 

Foi we lose him, who smooth’d all stiife in Heaven.’ 

He spake and all the Gods assenting wail’d, 741 
And Fieya next came mgh, with golden teais, 

The loveliest Goddess she in Heaven, by all 
Most honour’d aftei Frea, Odin’s wife 
Her long ago the wandeiing Oder took 
To mate, but left her to loam distant lands, 

Since then she seeks him, and weeps teais of gold 
Names hath she many, Vanadis on eaith 
They call her, Fieya is her name in Heaven, 

She m her hands took Baldei’s head, and spake 750 

‘Baldei, my biothei, thou ait gone a load ^ 

Unknown and long, and haply on that way 
My long-lost wandeiing Oder thou hast met, 

For in the paths of Heaven he is not found 
Oh, if it be so, tell him what thou weit 
To his neglected wife, and what he is, 

And wring his heart with shame, to hear thy woid 
Foi he, my husband, left me here to pine. 

Not long a wife, when his unquiet heart 

First diove him from me into distant lands 760 

Since then I vainly seek him thiough the world, 

And weep fiom shore to shore my golden teais, 

But neither god nor moital heeds my pain 
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Thou only, Balder, wast for evei kind, 

To take my hand, and wipe my teais, and say 
Weep not, 0 Fuya, weep no gol^n teafsf 
One day the tvandering Oder tvill teUun, 

Or thou wilt find him in thy faithful seal eh 
On some great road, oi resting in an inn 
Of at a fold, oi sleeping by a tiee 77o 

So Balder said but Oder, well I know. 

My truant Odei I shall see no moie 

To the world’s end , and Balder now is gone; 

And I am left uncomfoited in HeaTen ’ 

She spake, and all the Groddesses be’w ail’d 
Last, fiom among the Heroes one came near, 

No God, but of the heio-tioop the chief-— 

Regnei, who swept the northern sea with fleets, 

And luled o’ei Denmark and the heathy isles, 

Living , but Ella captui’d him and slew 780 
A king whose fame then fill’d the vast of Heaven, 
Now time obscures it and men’s latei deeds 
He last appi cach’d the coipse, and spake, and said — 
‘Baldei, theie yet are many Scalds in Heaven 
Still left;, and that chief Scald, thy bi other Brage, 
Whom we may bid to sing, though thou ait gone . 
And all these gladly, while we dunk, we heai, 

After the feast is done, in Odin’s hall, 

But they haip evei on one string, and wake 
Remembiance m oui soul of wars alone, 790 

Such as on earth we valiantly have wag’d, 

And blood, and ringing blows, and violent death 
But when thou sangest, Balder, thou didst stiike 
Anothei note, and, like a bird m spring, 

The voice of joyance minded us, and youth. 

And wife, and children, and our ancient home 
Yes, and I, too, remember’d then no moie 
My dungeon, where the serpents stung me dead, 

Nor Ella’s victoiy on the English coast , 



74 


BALDER DEAD 


But I heaid Thoia laugli in Gothland Isle, 800 

And saw my shepheidess, Aslauga, tend 
Her flock along the white Norwegian beach 
Tears staited to mine eyes with yearning joy 
Therefore with giateful heart I mouin thee dead ’ 

So Eegner spake, and all the Heroes gioan’d 
But now the sun had pass’d the height of Heaven, 
And soon had all that day been spent in wail , 

But then the Eather of the ages said — 

‘ Ye Gods, there well may be too much of wail 
Bung now the gather’d wood to Baldei’s ship , 810 

Heap on the deck the logs, and build the pyie ’ 

But when the Gods and Heioes heaid, they brought 
The wood to Baldei’s ship, and built a pile, 

Full the deck’s breadth, and lofty , then the coipse 
Of Baldei on the highest top they laid, 

With Nanna on his right, and on his left 
Hoder, his bi other, whom his own hand slew 
And they set jais of wine and oil to lean 
Against the bodies, and stuck toiches neai, 

Splinters of pine-wood, soak’d with tuipentine , 820 

And bi ought his arms and gold, and all his stufl, 
And slew the dogs who at his table fed. 

And his horse, Baldei’s hoise, whom most he lov’d, 
And placed them on the pyre, and Odin thiew 
A last choice gift theieon, his golden iing 
They fixt the mast, and hoisted up the sails, 

Then they put file to the wood , and Thoi 
Set his stout shouldei haid against the stein 
To push the ship through the thick sand spaiks flew 
Fiom the deep tiench she plough’d— so stiong a God 
Fuirow’d it— and the watei guigled m 831 

And the ship floated on the waves, and lock’d 
But in the hills a stiong east-wind arose, 

And came down moaning to the sea, fiist sq^ualls 
Ran black o’ei the sea’s face, then steady iiish’d 
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The breeze, and fill’d the sails, and blew the file 
And wreath’d m smoke the ship stood out to sea 
Soon with a i oaring rose the mighty fiie, 

And the pile crackled , and between the logs 
Sharp quivering tongues of flame shot out, and leapt 
Cuilmg and darting, Ingher, imtil they hek’d 84 1 

The summit ot the pile, the dead, the mast. 

And ate the shrivelling sails, but still the ship 
Drove on, ablaze above her hull with file 
And the Gods stood upon the beach, and gaz’d 
And while they az'd, the sun went luiid down 
Into the smoke-wiapt sea, and night came on 
Then the wind fell, with night, and theie was calm , 
But through the dark they watch’d the binning ship 
Still Gained o’ei the distant waters on, 850 

Farther and farther, like an eye of fire 
And as in the daik night a travelling man 
Who bivouacs in a foiest ’mid the hills, 

Sees suddenly a spire of flame shoot up 
Out of the black waste forest, fai below, 

Which woodcutters have lighted near then lodge 
Agamst the wolves , and all night long it flaies — 

So flai’d, in the fai darkness. Balder ’s pyre 
^ut fainter, as the stars lose high, it buin’d , 

The bodies were consum’d, ash chok’d the pile 860 
And as, in a decaying winter-fire, 

A charr’d log, falling, makes a shower of spaiks- 
So wath a shower of sparks the pile fell in, 
Eeddenmg the sea around , and all was daik 
But the Gods ivent by starlight up the shoie 
To Asgaid, and sate down in Odin’s hall 
At table, and the funeial-feast began 
All night they ate the boar Seiimnei’s flesh, 

And fiom then horns, with silver iimm’d, diank mead, 
Silent, and waited foi the sacred morn 870 

And morning over all the woild was spread 
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Then from then loathed feast the Gods aiose, 

And took their horses, and set foith to ride 
O’er the bridge Bifrost, wheie is Heimdall’s watch, 
To the ash Igdrasil, and Ida’s plain, 

Thor came on foot, the lest on horseback rode 
And they found Mimir sitting by his fount 
Of wisdom, which beneath the ashtiee spiings , 

And saw the ISTornies watering the loots 
Of that world-shadowing tree with honey-dew 880 
Theie came the Gods, and sate them down on stones , 
And thus the Father of the ages said — 

^ Ye Gods, the terms ye know, which Heimod brought 
Accept them or i eject them , both have giounds 
Accept them, and they bind us, unfulfill’d, 

To leave for ever Balder in the grave, 

An unrecover’d prisonei, shade with shades 
But how, ye say, should the fulfilment fail^?— 
Smooth sound the terms, and light to be fulfill’d , 
For dear-beloved was Balder while he liv’d 890 

In Heaven and earth, and who would grudge him teais^? 
But from the traitorous seed of Lok they come. 

These terms, and I suspect some hidden fraud 
Bethink ye, Gods, is there no othei way'^^-— 

Speak, weie not this a way, the way toi Gods'^*— 

If I, if 0dm, clad in radiant aims, 

Mounted on Sleiimei, with the waiiior Thor 
Diawn in his cai beside me, and my sons, 

All the stiong biood of Heaven, to swell my tram, 
Should make iiruption into Hela’s realm, 900 

And set the fields of gloom ablaze with light, 

And bring in triumph Balder back to Heaven ? ’ 

He spake, and his fieice sons applauded loud 
But Prea, mothei of the Gods, arose, 

Daughter and wife of Odin , thus she said — 

'0dm, thou whiilwind, what a thieat is this ^ 
Thou thieatenest what tianscends thy might, even thine 
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Eoi of all poweis the mightiest fai ait thou, 

Lord over men on eaith, and Gods in Heaven , 

Yet even from thee thyself hath been withheld 910 
One thing—to undo what thou thyself hast luFd. 

Foi all which hath been fixt, was fixt by thee 
In the beginning, ere the Gods were born, 

Befoie the Heavens were builded, thou didst slay 
The giant Ymii, whom the abyss brought foith, 

Thou and thy brethien fierce, the sons of Boi, 

And cast his trunk to choke the abysmal void 
But of his flesh ^nd membeis thou didst build 
The eaith and Ocean, and above them Heaven 
And fiom the flaming world, wheie Muspel reigns, 920 
Thou sent’st and fetched’st fiie, and madest lights. 
Sun, moon, and stars, which thou hast hung in Heaven, 
Dividing deal the paths of night and day 
And Asgard thou didst build, and Midgaid foit, 
Then me thou inad’st , of ua the Gods weie boin 
Last, walking by the sea, thou foundest spais 
Of wood, and fiamed’st men, who till the eaith, 

Or on the sea, the field of piiates, sail 
And all the race of Ymir thou didst diown. 

Save one, Bergelmei , he on shipboaid fled 930 

mThy deluge, and fiom him the giants spiang, 

But all that biood thou hast lemov’d fai off, 

And set by Ocean’s utmost maige to dwell 
But Hela into Niflheim thou thiew’st. 

And gav’st her nine unlighted woilds to lule, 

A queen, and empire over all the dead 

That empne wilt thou now invade, light up 

Her daikness, fiom her giasp a subject teai 

Try it , but I, foi one, will not applaud 

Noi do I meiit, Odin, thou should’st slight 940 

Me and my words, though thou be first in Heaven , 

Foi I too am a Goddess, bom of thee, 

Thine eldest, and of me the Gods aie spiung , 
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And all that is to come I know, but lock 
In mine own breast, and hare to none reveald 
Come then , since Hela holds by right her prey, 

But offeis terms for his lelease to Heaven, 

Accept the chance,— thou canst no moie obtain 
Send through the world thy messengers, entreat 
All living and unliving things to weep 950 

For Balder , if thou haply thus mayst melt 
Hela, and win the loved one back to Heaven/ 

She spake, and on her face let fall her veil, 

And bow’d her head, and sate with^ folded hands 
Hoi did the all-iuhng Odin slight her word , 
Straightway he spake, and thus address’d the Gods 
‘ Go quickly forth through all the woild, and pray 
All living and unliving things to weep 
Balder, if haply he may thus be won ’ 

When the Gods heaid, they stiaight aiose, and took 
Their horses, and lode forth thiough all the world 961 
Hoith, south, east, west, they struck, and roam’d the 
woild, 

Entreating all things to weep Balder’s death 
And all that lived, and all without life, wept 
And as in winter, when the fiost breaks up. 

At wintei’s end, befoie the spring begins, 

And a warm west-wind blows, and thaw sets in— 
After an houi a diipping sound is heaid 
In all the foiests, and the soft-stiewn snow 
Undei the tiees is dibbled thick with holes, 970 
And tiom the boughs the snowloads shuffle down , 
And, in helds sloping to the south, daik plots 
Of glass peep out amid surrounding snow. 

And widen, and the peasant’s heait is glad — 

So through the world was heaid a diippmg noise 
Of all things weeping to bring Balder back , 

And there fell joy upon the Gods to heai 
But Heimod lode with Hioid, whom he took 
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To show him spits and beaches of the sea 
Fai off, wheie some nnwam’d might fail to weep— 
Nioid, the Gi-od of storms, whom fisheis know , 981 

Not born m Heaven, he was in Yanheim leai’d, 
With men, but lives a hostage with the Gods , 

He knows each frith, and eveiy rocky cieek 
Fiinged with dark pines, and sands where seafowl 
SCI earn — 

They two scour’d every coast, and all things wept 
And they rode home togethei, through the wood 
Of Jainvid, which to east of Midgaid lies 
Boi deling the giants, where the tiees are non, 

Theie in the wood befoie a ca\e they came, 990 
Wheie sate, in the cave’s mouth, a skmny hag. 
Toothless and old , she gibes the passeis by 
Thok IS she call’d, but now Lok woie hei shape , 

She gieeted them the first, and laugh’d, and said 
‘Ye Gods, good lack, is it so du^ in Heaven, 

That ye come pleasuiing to Thok’s non wood^^^ 
Lovers of change ye are, fastidious spiites 
Look, as in some boor’s yaid a sweet-breath’d cow, 
Whose mangel is stuff’d full of good fiesh hay, 
Snuffs at it daintily, and stoops her head 1000 

To chew the stiaw, her littei, at hei feet— 

So ye glow squeamish, Gods, and sniff at Heaven ’ 
She spake , but Hei mod ansyrei’d hei and said — 
‘Thok, not foi gibes we come, we come foi teais 
Balder is dead, and Hela holds hei prey, 

But will restoie, it all things give him teais 
Begiudge not thine ^ to all was Baldei deal ’ 

Then, with a louder laugh, the hag lephed — 

‘Is Baldei dead and do ye come foi teais ^ 

Thok with dry eyes will weep o’ei Balder’s pyie 
Weep him all othei things, if weep they will— lOil 
I weep him not let Hela keep her piey ^ ’ 

She spake, and to the cavern’s depth she fled, 
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Mocking and Heimod knew their toil was vam 
And as seafaiing men, who long have wrought 
In the great deep for gam, at last come home, 

And towards evening see the headlands rise 
Of their own country, and can clear desciy 
A file of wither’d fuize which boys have lit 
Upon the cliffs, or smoke of buinmg weeds 1020 
Out of a till’d field inland then the wind 
Catches them, and diives out again to sea , 

And they go long days tossing up and down 
Over the grey sea-ridges, and the ^lunpse 
Of port they had makes bitteier far their toil— 

So the Gods’ cross was bitteiei foi then joy 
Then, sad at heait, to Niord Heimod spake — 

‘It IS the accusei Lok, who flouts us all 
Eide back, and tell in Heaven this heavy news , 

I must again below, to Hela’s lealm ’ 1030 

He spoke , and^Nior^i set foith back to Heaven 
But northward Hermod rode, the way below, 

The way he knew , and ti avers d Giall’s stream, 

And down to Ocean grop’d, and cross’d the ice, 

And came beneath the wall, and found the grate 
Still lifted , well was his return foieknown 
And once more Heimod saw aiound him spiead 
The joyless plains, and heaid the sti earns of Hell 
But as he entei’d, on the extiemest bound 
Of Niflheim, he saw one ghost come neai, 1040 

Hoveling, and stopping oft, as if afiaid— 

Hodei, the unhappy, whom his own hand slew 
And Hermod look’d, and knew his bi other’s ghost, 
And call’d him by his name, and sternly said — 

‘ Hoder, ill-fated, bhnd in heart and eyes ^ 

Why tamest thou to plunge thee in the gulf 
Of the deep inner gloom, but flittest heie, 

In twilight, on the lonely verge of Hell, 

Far fiom the other ghosts, and Hela’s thione'^ 
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Doubtless thou feaiest to meet Baldei’s \oice, 1050 
Thy brother, whom thiough folly thou didst slay ’ 

He spoke , but Hodei answer’d him, and said — 
‘Hermod the nimble, dost thou still puisue 
The unhappy with reproach, even in the grave ^ 

Foi this I died, and fled beneath the gloom, 

Not daily to endure abhorring Gods, 

Noi with a hateful presence cumber Heaven - 
And canst thou not, even here, pass pitying by'J* 

No less than Baldei have I lost the light 
Of Heaven, and communion with my km 1060 

I too had once a wife, and once a child, 

And substance, and a golden house m Heaven- 
But all I left of my own act, and fled 
Below, and dost thou hate me even here‘s 
Baldei upbraids me not, nor hates at all, 

Though he has cause, have any cause , but he, 

When that with downcast loo!^s I hithei came, 

Sti etch’d forth his hand, and with benignant voice 
Welcome, he said, thoe he itelcome hoe, 

Brother and felloiv-spoyt of Lol tvdh me^ 1070 

And not to offend thee, Heimod, noi to foice 
My hated convex se on thee, came I up 
^Ij-om the deep gloom, wheie I will now letuin , 

But earnestly I long’d to hover near. 

Not too far off, when that thou earnest by , 

To feel the presence of a biothei God 
And hear the passage of a hoise of Heaven, 

Poi the last time foi heie thou com’st no more ’ 

He spake, and turn’d to go to the innei gloom 
But Heimod stay’d him with mild words, and said — 
‘Thou doest well to chide me, Hodei blind 1081 
Truly thou say’st, the planning guilty mind 
Was Lok’s , the unwitting hand alone was thine 
But Gods are like the sons of men in this— 

When they ha^e woe, they blame the neaiest cause. 

Am S P F 
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Howbeit stay, and be appeas’d , and tell— 

Sits Balder still m pomp by Hela’s side, 

Or is be mingled witb the unnmnbei’d dead'?’ 

And the blind Hodei answer’d him and spake — 
^His place of state remains by Hela’s side, 1090 
But empty, for his wife, for Nanna came 
Lately below, and jom’d him , and the pair 
Fiequent the still lecesses of the realm 
Of Hela, and hold conyerse undisturb’d 
But they too, doubtless, will have bieath’d the balm, 
Which floats before a visitant fiom Heaven, 

And have diawn upward to this verge of Hell ’ 

He spake , and, as he ceas’d, a puff of wmd 
Eoll’d heavily the leaden mist aside 
Eound wheie they stood, and they beheld two foims 1100 
Make towaids them o’ei the sti etching cloudy plain 
And Heimod stiaight peieeiv’d them, who they weie, 
Baldei and Nanna, ai).d to Balder said — 

‘Balder, too tiuly thou foresaw’st a snaie 
Lok tiiumphs still, and Hela keeps hei piey 
No more to Asgard shalt thou come, noi lodge 
In thy own house, Bieidablik, nor enjoy 
The love all bear towaid thee, nor tiain up 
Foiset, thy son, to be belov’d like thee ^ 

Here must thou he, and wait an endless age llio 

Therefore foi the last time, 0 Baldei, haiP’ 

He spake and Baldei answer’d him, and said — 
‘Hail and faiewelU foi here thou com’st no more 
Yet mourn not for me, Heimod, when thou sitt’st 
In Heaven, nor let the other Gods lament, 

As wholly to be pitied, quite forlorn. 

For Nanna hath rejoin’d me, who, of old. 

In Heaven, was seldom paited from my side , 

And still the acceptance follows me, which ci own’d 
My former life, and cheers me even heie 1120 

The iron fiown of Hela is relax’d 
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When I diaw nigh, and the wan tubes of dead 
Trust me, and gladly bring for my award 
Their ineffectual feuds and feeble hates, 

Shadows of hates, but they distress them still ’ 

And the fleet-footed Hermod made reply ~ 

‘Thou hast then all the solace death allows, 

Esteem and function , and so fai is well 
Yet here thou liest, Balder, undergiound. 

Rusting foi evei , and the yeais roll on, 1180 

The generations pass, the ages grow, 

And bring us nearer to the final day 
When from the south shall march the fieiy band 
And cross the bridge of Heaven, with Lok foi guide 
And Fenris at his heel with broken chain, 

While from the east the giant Rymei steeis 
His ship, and the gieat serpent makes to land, 

And all are marshalFd in one flammg square 
Against the Gods, upon the pl^s of Heaven, 

I mourn thee, that thou canst not help us then ’ 1140 
He spake , but Baldei answer’d him, and said — 
‘Mourn not foi me’ Mouin, Hermod, foi the Gods, 
Mourn for the men on earth, the Gods in Heaven, 
Who live, and wuth then eyes shall see that day 
The day will come, when Asgard’s toweis shall fall, 
And 0dm, and his sons, the seed of Heaven , 

But what were I, to save them in that houi 
If strength might save them, could not Odin save, 
My father, and his pride, the waiiioi Thor, 

Vidar the silent, the impetuous Tyi 1150 

I, what weie I, when these can nought avail 
Yet, doubtless, when the day of battle comes, 

And the two hosts aie maishall’d, and in Heaven 
The golden-crested cock shall sound alaim, 

And his black brother-bird from hence leply, 

And bucklers clash, and spears begin to pour— 
Longing will stir within my bieast, though vain 
F 2 
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But not to me so grievous, as, I know, 

To othei Gods it were, is my enforced 
Absence from fields where I could nothing aid, 1160 
For I am long since weary of your stoim 
Of carnage, and find, Hermod, in youi life 
Something too much of war and broils, which make 
Life one perpetual fight, a bath of blood 
Mine eyes are dizzy with the arrowy hail , 

Mine ears are stunn’d with blows, and sick for calm 
Inactive, therefore, let me he, in gloom. 

Unarm’d, inglorious, I attend the couise 
Of ages, and my late return to light, 

In times less alien to a spirit mild, 1170 

In new-recover’d seats, the happier day ’ 

He spake , and the fleet Hermod thus leplied — 
^Brother, what seats aie these, what happiei day 
Tell me, that I may ponder it when gone ’ 

And the i ay ci owned Balder answer’d him — 

‘Far to the south, beyond the blue, there spieads 
Another Heaven, the boundless no one yet 
Hath reach’d it , there heieaftei shall aiise 
The second Asgard, with anothei name 
Thither, when o’ei this present earth and Heavens 
The tempest of the lattei days hath swept, ij^Sl 
And they from sight have disappeai’d, and sunk, 
Shall a small remnant of the Gods lepaii , 

Hoder and I shall join them fiom the grave 
There re-assembhng we shall see emeige 
From the bright Ocean at our feet an eaith 
More fresh, moie verdant than the last, with fiuits 
Self-springing, and a seed of man preserv’d, 

Who then shall live m peace, as now in wai 

But we in Heaven shall find again with joy 1190 

The ruin’d palaces of Odin, seats 

Familiar, halls where we have supp’d of old 

Re enter them with wonder, never All 
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Oui eyes with gazing, and lebuild with teais 
And we shall tread once more the well-known plain 
Of Ida, and among the grass shall find 
The golden dice with which we play’d of yoie , 

And that will bung to mind the foimer lite 
And pastnne of the Gods, the wise discouise 
Of Odin, the delights of othei days 1200 

0 Hermod, pi ay that thou mayst join us then ^ 

Such for the futuie is my hope , meanwhile 

1 rest the thiall of Hela, and enduie 

Death, and the gloom which lound me even now 
Thickens, and to its innei gulf lecalls 
Farewell, foi longer speech is not allow’d 
He spoke, and wav’d faiewell, and gave his hand 
ToNanna, and she gave then bi other blind 
Her hand, in turn, for guidance, and the three 
Depaited o’er the cloudy plain, and soon 1210 

Faded from sight into the mtejnor gloom 
But Heimod stood beside his drooping horse. 

Mute, gazing aftei them in tears , and fain, 

Fain had he follow’d then lecedmg steps, 

Though they to death weie bound, and he to Heaven, 
Then , but a power he could not break withheld 
-^d as a stork which idle boys have trapp’d, 

And tied him in a yaid, at autumn sees 
Flocks of his kind pass flying o’ei his head 
To warmer lands, and coasts that keep the sun 1220 
He stiains to join then flight, and ftom his shed 
Follows them with a long complaining ciy — 

So Heimod gazed, and yearn’d to join his km 

At last he sigh’d, and set forth back to Heaven 
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NOTES 


In Noise mythology the thiee divisions of the Umvexse 
axe Asgard, Midgard, and Utgaid Asgaid, the abode of the 
gods (the JEsir) in the sky, is surrounded by a wall the woik 
of a giant, and is united to Midgard by a wonderful bridge, 
Bifrost, over which the gods come and go Here Heimdall, 
who can see a bundled leagues and ^hear the grass glow, 
keeps watch against the attacks of the giants, who are hostile 
to gods and men Midgaid, the world of men, supports the 
vault of the sky, and is suirounded by the ocean, in which 
IS a huge serpent In the far north-west is Utgard, the 
abode of the giants The great ash-tree Igdiasil stretches 
its branches over the woild, and the Norns or Fates sit by 
the spring at its foot Under its loots is Niflheim («the fog 
world) traversed by riveis which the guilty must cioss to 
leach the place of punishment In Yalhalla, the Hall of the 
Dead, Odin holds his Couit, and feasts with those mortals 
who had died in battle The wairior maidens the Yalkyiies 
aie sent to the battlefield to choose heroes of loyal blood, 
whom they conduct to Yalhalla 

The chief god is Odin (Woden, Wednesday) the All-Fathei, 
the god of song and war Fiom Lidskialf his seat on high 
he sees all the doings of men His wife Fiea is the chie^f 
the Yalkyiies, and half of those who fall in battle belon^o 
hei She has a dwelling in Fensalei in the depths of the 
eaith 

Thor (hence Thuisday) is the Piotector of Eaith —the 
fiiend of men The ciops are under his special piotection, 
and he sends forth showers, thunder, and lightning Strength 
IS his characteiistic, and he is the teiioi of the giants He 
IS generally represented with a sho) t-handled hammer The 
thud gieat god was called Tyr or Tiw (Tuesday), the god of 
war Around these gods are grouped infeiiox deities, sons of 
Odin, such as Yidar Heimdall, Balder, Hoder, &c 

Lok or Loki, who is sometimes repiesented as a god, and 
sometimes as a giant, is the source of all trouble among gods 
a nd men He is the father of Hela the goddess of the dead, 
and of Fenrisulfi, the wolf who is to overcome the gods m the 
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final battle Fleeing from Tlioi he hid undei a wateifall, 
was captuied, and bound m Utgaid, wlieie he must lemam 
till the destruction of the world This desti uction is Bagnarok, 
the twilight of the gods Then Heimdall blows a blast with 
his hoin, the world-tree gioans, the serpent comes up out of 
the ocean, and spreads over the world The bridge Bifiost is 
broken down , Lok leads the giants and the troops of Hela , 
the gods aie defeated, and the eaith sinks into the sea 
When the waters and the fiie have subsided, a new eaith 
will appear, Snd a new race of men The gods will assemble 
on the plains of Ida Baldei will come again with Hoder, 
and Vidar the son of Odin will establish a iighteous 
sovereignty It should be noted that the Scandinavian gods 
were not immortal they peiish when Eagnarok comes 
The stoiy of Balder Bead is taken from the youngei oi 
Snoira-Edda=the Handbook of Poetics, composed by the 
Icelander Snorri Sturluson, who died about 1241 Matthew 
Arnold quotes the following passage fiom the Edda, m the 
notes which he added to his poems — 

‘Balder the Good having been tormented with terrible 
dreams, indicating that his life was in great peril, communi- 
cated them to the assembled Msir, who resolved to conjure 
all things to avert from him the tlueatened dangei Then 
Frigga exacted an oath from fire and water, fiom non, and 
all other metals, as well as fiom stones, earths, diseases, 
beasts, birds, poisons, and cieeping things, that none of 
them would do any haim to Balder When this was done, 
it became a favouiite pastime of the ^sir, at then meetings, 
to get Baldei to stand up and serve them as a maik, some 
huilmg daits at him, some stones, while otheis hewed at 
him with then swoids and battleaxes, foi, do what the’v 
would, none of them could haim him , and this was regaided 
by all as a gieat honour shown to Balder But when Loki 
beheld the scene he was sorely vexed that Baldei was not 
hurt Assuming, theiefore, the shape of a woman, he went 
to Fensalir, the mansion of Frigga That goddess, when 
she saw the pretended woman, inquiied of hei if she knew 
what the ^sir were doing at their meetings She replied 
that they weie throwing daits and stones at Baldei without 
being able to hurt him ‘ ‘ Aye, ” said Frigga, “ neithei metal 
nor wood can hint Baldei, foi I have exacted an oath fiom 

all of them ” , ^ , x. 

‘ ‘ ‘ What ’ ” exclaimed the w oman, “ ha\ e all things sw om to 

spaie Balder? ” i ^ 

' “All things,” lephedFiigga, “ except one little shiub that 
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gioT;vsoii the eastern side of Valhalla, and is called Mistletoe, 
and \\hich I thought too young „and feeble to ciav© an oath 
fiom ” 

^ ‘ As soon as LoLi heaid this he went away and, resuming 

^ihis natural shape, cut off the mistletoe, and repaired to the 
f place wheie the gods weie assembled Theie he found 
Hbdui standing apait, without pai taking of the sports, on 
account of his blindness, and gomg up to him said, “ Why 
dost thou not also throw something at Baldei “2 ” 

‘ ‘‘Becausel am blind,” answered Hodur, and see not wheie 
Balder is, and have, moieovei, nothing to throw with ” 

^ “Come, then,” said Loki, “do like the rest, and show 
honour to Balder, by thi owing this twag at him, and I will 
direct thy arm toward the place where he stands ” 

‘ H6dur then took the mistletoe, and, under the guidance 
of Loki, darted it at Baldei, who, pierced through and 
through, fell down lifeless ’ — JSdda 

Piofessoi Kauffmann, in his Northern Mythology , says tliatl 
many of the incidents in this narrative aie of Christian origin 
‘Foi instance, the deliverance of Baldei from hell is made 
to depend upon all creatures, living and dead, weeping foi 
him The sources of this feature of the story date from as 
late a period as the twelfth century, and are contained in a> 
poem composed by Bjarni Kolbeinsson, who was consecrated 
Bishop of Orkney m 1188 The old pagan lay only tells how 
the mother wept foi the death of hei son ’ 

7 Mode ) , the bhnd son of Odin 

24 The MoymeSf the three sisteis who pei sonify Fate 
When a child is boin they place its lot in its cradle 

28 This refers to the final battle and destruction of all 
things, even the gods 

47 Sleipyie ) , i e the swift one, Odin’s eight-footed horse 

53 conjming Lappt, Magic was and is extensively 
practised among the Lapps 

124 da)Lness of the final tnnes, i e Eagnaiok, the Twi- 
light of the Gods 

148 GtalVs stream, the frontiei river, across which is a 
golden bridge, guarded by a maiden 

155-8 The Great Bear never sets m northern latitudes 
The Bog and the Hunter are the constellations Cams Major, 
which contains the great star Sinus, and Orion 
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164 chink' df ci e\ assed 

174-8 the feeble shadowy tubes solemn queen Cf 
Odyssey, Book x 490-5 ‘But fii^t must ye perform 
another journey, and reaching the dwelling of Hades and of 
diead Persephone, to seek to the spuit of Theban Tiiesias, 
(see IV 34-47 and note), the bhnd soothsayer, whose wits 
abide steadfast To him Persephone hath given judgement, 
even m death, that he alone should have understanding hut 
the other souls sweep shadow-like around ’ The ‘ solemn 
queen ’ suggests ‘ dread Peisephone’ 

211 tit?iC6==the old characters used for incised msciip 
tions A S run = whisper or murmur, hence a mysteiy, and 
lastly an incised character, because writing was a seciet 
known to few (Skeat) 

271 Scalds^-poets 

298 Suttee was unknown to the G-reeks, but was practised 
in India till it was put down by the English Government 

302 painless shall a stiokefroni Frea come In Homei, 
women who die suddenly and without pain, are said to be 
slam by the gentle shafts of Artemis 

320-5 Note the existence of the soul aftei death till 
Hagnaiok, vhen Valhalla and Hela’s realm aie both 
destroyed 

378 Gladheim~Vt Olid of gladness 

493-6 Cf Fa) adise Lost^ Book ii 577-86 — 

Abhoried Styx, the flood of deadly hate , 

Sad Acheion of sorrow black and deep , 

Cocytus, nam’d of lamentation loud 

Heard on the lueful stream , fierce Phlegethou 

Whose waves of toirent-fiie inflame with rage , 

Ear off fiom these a slow and silent stream, 

Lethe, the river of oblivion, rolls 

Her wateiy labyimth, whereof who dunks, 

Forthwith his formei state and being forgets, 

Forgets both joy and grief, pleasure and pam 

These weie the riveis of the classical Hades Styx means 
hate , Acheron, pain or distiess , Cocytus, the wailing , Phle- 
gethon, the buimng , and Lethe, forgetfulness 

513 d'isf(3(X]&w)’d= whose features were marred beyond 

lecognition 
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555 7une unhghted ‘lealms Of the nine ciioles of 
Dante’s Inf a no 

558 Umhe) = flexible 

566 The sons of Muspei m the final stiuggle bieak down 
the budge Bifiost 

607 Of Odyssey i xi 489-"92 — ‘Rathei would I live on 
giound as the hireling of another, with a landless man who 
had no gieat livelihood, than bear sway among all the dead 
that be departed * 

718 thus began the wail Of Iliad sxiv, where the 
women wail ovei the dead body of Hector 

725 ‘Thoi never rides, but dines in a car diawn by two 
he-goats ’ 

742 F) eya = the goddess of lo'v e 

748 Vanadts, i e one of the Vanir=:the Shmmg Ones, 
a mighty race against whom the gods (the -<Esir) fiist made 
wai Finally the Tanir were recognized by the xEsir as 
divine 

778 Metjmr, oi Ragner Ladbiog, a Damsh heio whe 
invaded Noithumbiia in the eighth centuiy, and w«s ciuelly 
put to death by the Eling Ella 

800 Fhora, the fiist wife of Regnei 

801 Aslauga, the daughtei of a ISToiwegian kinglet 
Regner wooed her, thinking she was a peasant giil, and 
aftei wards mairied hex 

812-25 Of Iliad xxm, wheie the fimeial of Patioklos is 
desciibed ‘ A great pile of wood is collected, Achilles cuts 
oif a lock, then the nearest to the dead tairied there anu 
piled the wood, and made a pjne a hundred feet high this 
way and that, and on the pyre’s top set the corpse, with 
anguish at their hearts And many lusty sheep and sham- 
bling ciook-horned oxen they flayed and made ready befoie 
the pyre , and taking from all of them the fat, gieat-hearted 
Achilles wrapped the corpse therein from head to foot, and 
heaped the flayed bodies round And he set therein 
two-handled jais of honey and oil, leaning them against the 
bier , and four strong-necked hoises he threw swiftly on the 
pyre, and groaned aloud Nine house-dogs had the dead 
chief of them did Achilles slay twain and thiow them on 
the pyre And twelve valiant sons of great-hearted Tio 3 ans 
he slew with the swoid, foi he devised mischief in his heait 
— and he set the merciless might of the file to feed thereon ’ 
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877 Mwuy^ the uncle of Odin, who daily draws fioni 
the sacred spimg the draught which gives him wisdom, 
and enables him to utter oracles 

906 0dm, thoio tvht'ilwind Frea’s speech suggests the 
wianglingbetween Zeus and Hera m the first book of the Iliad 

915 Ymir ‘In the beginnmg of time lived Ymii There 
was then neither earth, nor heU, nor heaven Gmnunga gap 
(chaotic whirlpool) was everywhere, life there was none 
The sons of Bor raised the disc of the earth out of the water, 
and created Midgard ’ 

1150 Vidai, the mj^sterious son of Odin, who only 
appears at the Twilight of the Gods ‘As the guardian 
of justice he sui Vive'S the catastrophe, and rules after the 
fall of the great gods ’ 
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Goethe ih Weimai sleeps, and .Gieece, 

Long since, saw Byron’s stiuggle cease 
But one such death lemamed to come 
The last poetic voice is dumb 
What shall be said o’ei Woidswoith’s tomb? 

When Byion’s eyes weie shut in death, 

We bow’d oui headland held our bieath, 

He taught us little but oui soul 

Had felt him like the thundei’s loll 

With shiveiing heait the strife we saw 10 

Of passion with eternal law 

And yet with leveiential awe 

We watch’d the fount of fieiy life 

Which serv’d foi that Titanic stiife 

When Goethes death was told, we said — 

Sunk, then, is Euiope’s sagest head 
Physician of the non age 
Goethe has done his pilgi image 
He took the suffering human lace, 

He lead each wound, each weakness cleai— 20 
And stiuck his finger on the place 
And said— Thou ailest heie, and heie — 

He look’d on Europe’s dying houi 
Of fitful dieam and feveiish j)owei , 
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His eye plung’d down the welteiing stiife« 

The tuimoil of expiiing life , 

He said — The end is eveiywheie 
Art still has tiuth, take lefuge theie — 

And he was happy, if to know 

Causes of things, and fai below 30 

His feet to see the lurid flow 

Of ten 01 and insane distress, 

And headlong fate, be happiness 

And Woi ds worth Ah, pale ghosts^ lejoice ^ 

For never has* such soothing voice 
Been to your shadowy world convey’d, 

Since eist, at morn, some wandeimg sliade 
Heard the cleai song of Orpheus come 
Through Hades, and the mournful gloom 
Wordsworth is gone from us~and ye, 40 

Ah, may ye feel his voice as we 
|He too upon a wmtiy clihie 
Had fallen — on this non time 
lOf doubts, disputes, distiactions, feais 
^ He found us when the age had bound 
Our souls in its benumbing lound 
He spoke, and loos’d our heait m tears 
He laid us as we lay at birth 
On the cool floweiy lap of eaith , 

Smiles broke from* us and we had ease 50 

The hills weie lOund us, and the bieeze 
Went o’er the sun-ht fields again . 

Our foreheads felt the wmd and lain 
Oui youth return’d foi there was shed 
On spnits that had long been dead, 

Spirits dried up and closely fuil’d, 

The fieshness of the eaily woild 

Ah, since daik days still bung to light 
Man’s prudence and man’s fieiy might, 
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Time may lestore us in ins course 60 

Goethe’s sage mind and Byion’s foice 
But wheie will Europe’s latter hour 
Again find Wordsworth’s healing power *5^ 

Otheis will teach us how to daie, 

And against fear oui breast to steel , 

Others will strengthen us to bear— 

But who, ah who, will make us feel^? 

The cloud of mortal destiny, 

Otheis will front it feailessly— 

But who, like him, will put it by*i^ 70 

Keep fresh the grass upon his grave, 

O Rotha ^ with thy living wave 
Sing him thy best ^ for few or none 
Hears thy voice right, now he is one. 


NOTES 

1 Goethe died m 1883 Byion died m 1824, while 
engaged in helping the Greeks in their stiuggle for independ- 
ence Wordsworth died early in 1850, and these veises weie 
wiitten almost immediately afterwaids The fifth line^pr^ 
originally wiitten was — 

We stand to-day by WordsTvoith’s tomb 

4 It would be hard to overestimate W oi dswortli’s gi eatness 
as a poet but his was certainly not ‘ the last poetic voice ’ 
At the tune of his death Victor Hugo and Bi owning were m 
the fullness of their powers, and Tennyson, though his chief 
works were yet to come, had already proved himself capable 
of great things 

9 Hardly any poet has been so differently estimated as 
Byron Few would ever have rated him quite as high as 
Matthew Arnold does m these lines but they indicate well 
the nature of his greatness, as a thing to be felt rather than 
to be measured 
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23, &c Goethe lanks, by common consent, among the veiy 
foremost of authors, especially on account of the extra* 
oidinanly wide range of his literary powers His weakest 
point was what is here desciibed, though in a very 
sympathetic spirit, his inability to see that the hopes raised 
by the French Revolution were something better than 
‘ fitful di earns and that Napoleon’s ‘ feveiish po-v^ei with 
the reaction that followed his fall, particularly in Germany, 
was not really ‘ Europe’s dying hour ’ 

29, &c These lines are almost a translation of a famous 
passage in Viigil— Geor^ ii 490-2 

38 Orpheus went down to Hades in search of Eurydice, 
and by his song persuaded Pluto to allow her leturn to 
earth, though on conditions which he failed to fulfil 

42, &c It IS impossible to recognize in these lines a fair 
description of the world of thought, whether political or 
literary, during Wordsworth’s lifetime It is, however, hue 
that the most marked characteiistic of Woidswoith’s poetij 
was his comprehension and love of nature, though this was 
shared, if in a less degree, by his contempoiaries, Coleiidge 
and Shelley and Keats 

72 Hotha is the name of the stieam m the Lake country 
neai which Wordsvorth lies buiied 
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THE YOUTH OF NATURE 

Eais'b aie the dripping oars— 

Silent the boat the lake, 

Lovely and soft as a dream, , 

Swims in the sheen of the moon 
The mountains stand at its head 
Clear in the pure June night, 

But the valleys aie flooded with haze 
Eydal and Fan field aie theie , 

In the shadow Woids\^oith lies dead 

So it IS, so it wilLbe lor ay In 

Natuie IS fresh as of old, 

Is lonely a mortal is dead 

The spots which recall him suivive, 

For he lent a new life to these hills 
The Pillar still broods o’ei the fields 
That bolder Enneidale lake, 

And Egreniont sleeps by the sea 
The gleam of The Evening Stai 
Twinkles on G-rasmeie no moie, 

But ruin’d and solemn and giey 20 

The sheepfold of Michael sur^uves, 

And far to the south, the heath 
Still blows m the Quantock coombs, 

By the favourite waters of Euth 
These survive yet not without pain, 

Pain and dejection to-night, 

Can I feel that then poet is gone 
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He giew old in an age he condemn’d 

He look’d on the lushing decay 

Of the tunes which had sheltei’d his youth 30 

Felt the dissolving thioos 

Of a social order he lov’d 

Outliv’d his brethien, his peeis 

And, like the Theban seei, 

Died in his enemies’ day 

Cold bubbled the spiing of Tilphiisa 
Copais lay blight in the moon, 

Helicon glass’d in the lake 

Its firs, and afar, lose the peaks 

Of Parnassus, snowily cleai . 40 

Thebes was behind him in flames, 

And the clang of aims in his eai, 

When his awe-struck captois led 
The Theban seei to the spipg 
Tnesias diank and died 
Noi did reviving Thebes 
See such a piophet again 

Well may we moiun, when the head 
Ot a sacied poet lies low 

In an age which can leai them no nioie 50 

The complaimng millions of men 
Darken in laboui and pain , 

But he was a piiest to us all 

Of the wondei and bloom of the woild, 

Which we saw with his eyes, and weie glad 
He IS dead, and the fimt-beaiing day 
Of his race is past on the eaith , 

And darkness returns to oui eyes 

For oh, is it you, is it you, 

Moonhght, and shadow, and lake, 60 
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And mountains, that fill us with ]oy, 

Oi the poet who sings you so well ^ 

Is it you, 0 beauty, 0 giace, 

0 chaim, 0 lomance, that we feel, 

01 the voice which leveals what you aie*^ 

Aie ye, like daylight and sun, 

Shai’d and lejoic’d in by all^i^ 

Oi aie ye immers’d m the mass 
Of mattei, and hard to extract, 

Oi sunk at the coie of the woild 70 

Too deep foi the most to discern 
Like stais in the deep of the*sky, 

Which aiise on the glass of the sage, 

But aie lost when then watchei is gone 

‘They aie here’— I heaid, as men heaid 
In Mysian Ida the voice 
Of the Mighty Mother, oi Ciete, 

The muimui of Hatme leply— - 
‘Loveliness, magic, and giace, 

They aie heie— they aie set in the %\oild— 80 
They abide— and the finest of souls 
Has not been thiill’d by them all, 

Noi the dullest been dead to them quite 
The poet who sings them may die, 

But they aie immoital, and live, 

For they aie the life of the woild 
Will ye not leain it, and know, 

When ye mouin that a poet is dead, 

That the smgei was less than his themes, 

Life, and emotion, and I*^ 90 

‘Moie than the singei are these 
Weak IS the tremor of pain 
That thrills in his moumfullest chord 
To that which once lan thiough his soul 
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Cold the elation of joy 
In his gladdest, aiiiest song, 

To that which of old in his youth 
FilTd hmi and made him divine 
Haidly his voice at its best 

Grives us a sense of the awe, 100 

The vastness, the giandeur, the gloom 
Of the unlit gulf of himself 

*Ye know not youi selves — and your baids, 

The cleaiest the best, who have read 
Most in themselves* have beheld 
Less than they left unreveal’d 
Ye expie§s not yoiii selves— can ye make 
With maible, with eoloui, with woid, 

What chaim’d you in otheis re-hve*^ 

Can thy pencil, 0 artist, lestoie 110 

The figuie, the bloom of thy love, 

As she was in hei morning of spiing^^ 

Canst thou pamt the ineffable smile 
Of hei eyes as they lested on thme*^ 

Can the image of life ha\e the glow, 

The motion of life itself^ 

^oui selves and youi fellovs ye know not — and me 
The mateless, the one, will ye know*? 

Will ye scan me, and read me, and tell 

Of the thoughts that feiment in my breast, 120 

My longing, my sadness, my joy*? 

Will ye claim foi youi gieat ones the gift 
To have render’d the gleam of my skies, 

To have echoed the moan of my seas, 

Uttei’d the voice of my hills ^ 

When youi gieat ones depait, will ye say— 

“All things have suffer’d a loss— 

Natuie IS hid m then giave*?” 

a2 
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^Race aftei lace, man aftei man, 

Have di earn’d that my seciet was theiis, 130 

Have thought that I liv’d but for them, 

That they weie my gloiy and joy — 

They aie dust, they aie chang’d, they aie gone 
I lemain ’ 


NOTES 

2 the lake is appaiently Grasm6ie this is m the 
immediate neighbourhood of Woidsworth’s home 

8 Rydal and Fairfield, Enneidale and Egremont aie all 
names belonging to the Lake district, where Wordswoith 
lived tne gi eater part of his life 

18-21 Michael was the subject of one of Wordsworth’s 
eaily poems he was a shepherd near Grasmere Has cottage 
was so situated high on the hill side, that the light fi om it 
in the evening could be seen all over the vale of Grasmei e 
Hence it was given the name of The Evening Stai ‘ The 
sheepfold’ of stones he tried to build with his own hands, 
but left unfinished at his death 

24 Ruth was the subject of another poem having been 
deserted by her husband, she lived a solitary life among the 
Quantock hills in Somersetshire 

28, &c Matthew Arnold is here apparently ascribing to 
Wordsworth his own feehngs of dislike to the spirit of the 
age Like many other Englishmen, Wordsworth had been 
attracted by the early promise of the French revolutionary 
movement, and alienated by its later excesses During the 
remainder of his life his writings scarcely touched on social 
or political matters He had long outlived the first con- 
temptuous criticisms of the poetry of the Lake school, though 
he had also outlived the other members of it, his brethren, if 
hardly his peeis Nor is there any reason to say that 
he loved the only thing in the social order of his youth which 
decayed in his later years, the political and social preponder- 
ance of the English aristocracy, gieatly diminished by the 
Reform Act of 1832 
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34, &c Tiiesias was the blind piopliet of Thebes Thexe 
are several legends about him, but all connect his blindness 
with his acquiring prophetic poweis He is said to have 
died beside the spring of Tilphusa, after his native town had 
been captuied by enemies 

37 Copais is a lake in Boeotia near Thebes Helicon is 
a mountain iidge between Lake Copais and the Corinthian 
Gulf, supposed to beafavouiite haunt of the Muses Parnassus, 
the gieat mountain near Delphi, is somewhat farther off 

56 See note on III 4 

72 Many stars are invisible to the naked eye on account 
of their immense distance, and are only visible through 
a telescope 

77 Rhea, the mothei of the gods, was specially worshipped 
in Crete, and was said to have given birth to Zeus on 
Mount Ida in that island As the Greeks grew familiar vith 
Asia Minoi, Hhea came to be identified with the Phrygian 
nature goddess Cybele, also known as ‘ the great mothei ’ 
Hei worship was carried on in many places in Asia Minoi, 
amongst them on the othei Mount Ida in Mysia, which 
overlooks the plain of Troy 
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Go, for they call you, sheplieid, fiom the hill, 

Go, shepherd, and untie the wattled cotes 
hTo longer leave thy wistful flock unfed, 

Noi let thy bawling fellows lack their thioats, 

Nor the cropp’d grasses shoot another head 
But when the fields are still, 

And the tiled men and dogs all gone to lest, 

And only the white sheep are sometimes seen 
Gloss and lecross the strips of moon-blanch’d gieen, 
Gome, shepherd, and again lenew the quest 10 

Heie, wheie the reapez was at woik of late, 

In this high fields dark eoinei, vheie he leaves 
His coat, his basket, and his eaithen ciuise, 

And in the sun all moinmg binds the sheaves, 
Then heie, at noon, comes back his stores to use , 
Heie will I sit and wait, 

While to my ear fiom uplands fai avay 
The bleating of the folded flocks is home, 

With distant cries of leapers in the corn— 

All the live murmur of a summer’s day 2u 

Scieen’d is this nook o’ei the high, half-ieap’d field, 
And heie till sun-down, shepheid, will I be 
Thiough the thick coin the scailet poppies peep, 
And round gieen roots and yellowing stalks I see 
Pale blue convolvulus in tendrils cieep 
And air swept lindens yield 
Their scent, and lustle down their perfum’d showers 
Of bloom on the bent glass wheie I am laid, 

And bowel me from the August sun with shade, 
And the eye travels down to Oxford’s towers 30 
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And neai me on the gia&s lies GlanviFs book — 

Come, let me lead the offciead tale again, 

The stoiy of that Oxford scholai pool 
Of piegnant paits and quick inventive biain, 

Who, til’d of knocking at preferment’s door, 

One summer morn foisook 
His fi lends, and went to leain the gipsy loie, 

And loam’d the woi id with that^vild biotheihood, 
And came, as most men deem'd, to little good, 
But came to Oxford and his fi lends no inoie 40 


But once, yeais aftei m the countiy lanes, 

Two scholars whom at college eist he knev 
Met him, and of Ins way of life enqun’d 
Wheieat he answer’d, that the gipsy ciew, 

His mates, had arts to lule as they desii d 
The workings of men’s biains, 

And they can hmd them to what thoughts they will 
‘And I,’ he said, ‘the secret of then ait 
When fully learn’d, will to the world impart 
But it needs heaven-sent moments foi this skill ’ 50 


This said, he left them, and leturn’d no moie, 

But rumours hung about the countiy side 
That the lost Scholar long was seen to stray, 

Seen by laie glimpses, pensive and tongue-tied, 

In hat of antique shape, and cloak of giey 
The same the gipsies wore 
Shepherds had met him on the Hiiist in spring 
At some lone alehouse in the Berkshire moors, 

On the warm ingle bench, the smock-fiock’d boors 
Had found him seated at their entering, CO 
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But, mid then dunk and clattei, he would % 

And I myself seem half to know thy looks, 

And put the shepheids, wandeier, on thy trace , 
And boys who in lone wheatfields seaie the rooks 
I ask if thou hast pass’d then quiet place, 

Oi in my boat I lie 

Mooi’d to the cool bank in the summer heats, 

Mid wide glass meadows which the sunshine fills, 
And watch the warm gieen-muffled Cumner hills, 
And wondei if thou haunt’st their shy letreats 70 


For most, I know, thou lov’st retired ground 
Thee, at the feriy, Oxford rideis blithe, 

Retuimng home on summer mghts, have met 
Glossing the stiiplmg Thames at Bab-lock-hithe, 
Tiaihng in the cool stieam thy fingers wet, 

As the slow punt swings round 
And leaning backwards in a pensive dieam, 

And fosteiing in thy lap a heap of floweis 
Pluck’d in shy fields and distant Wychwood boweis, 
And thine eyes lesting on the moonlit stieam 80 


And then they land, and thou art seen no moie 
Maidens who from the distant hamlets come 
To dance axound the Pyfield elm in May, 

Oft thiough the daikening fields have seen thee loam. 
Or cross a stile into the pubhc way 
Oft thou hast given them stoie 
Of floweis—the frail-leaf d, white anemone-— 

Dark bluebells drench’d with dews of summei eves— 
And purple orchises with spotted leaves— 

But none has woids she can report of thee 90 
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And, above Godstow budge, when hay-time ’s heie 
In June, and many a scythe in sunshine flames, 
Men who through those wide fields of bieezy grass 
Wheie blaek-wing’d swallows haunt the glitteimg 
Thames, 

To bathe in the abandon’d lasher pass. 

Have often pass’d thee near 
Sitting upon the rivei bank o’eigiown 
Mark’d thy outlandish gaib, thy figuie spare, 

Thy daik vague eyes, and soft absti acted an , 

But, when they came from bathing, thou wert gone 100 


At some lone homestead in the Cumnei lulls, 

Wheie at her open dooi the housewife darns, 

Thou hast been seen, or hanging on a gate 
To watch the thiesheis in the mossy barns 
Children, who early range’ these slopes and late 
Poi Cl esses fiom the nils. 

Have known thee watching, all an April day, 

The springing pastuies and the feeding kine , 

And mark’d thee, when the stais come out and shine, 
Thiough the long dewy glass move slow away iio 


In autumn, on the skirts of Bagley wood, 

Wheie most the gipsies by the tmf-edg’d way 
Pitch then smok’d tents, and every bush you see 
With scailet patches tagg’d and shreds of giey, 
Above the forest ground call’d Thessal}’*— 

The blackbird picking food 
Sees thee, nor stops his meal, nor feais at all , 

So often has he known thee past him stiay 
Rapt, twilling m thy hand a wither’d spray, 

And waitmg foi the spaik from Heaven to fall 120 
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And once, in wmtei, on the cause^\ay chill 
Wheiehome thiough flooded fields foot-tiavelleis go 
Have I not pass’d thee on the wooden bridge 
Wiapt in thy cloak and batthng mth the snow, 
Thy face towaids Hmksey and its wintry ridge*? 
And thou hast climb’d the hill 
And gain’d the white brow of the Cuninei lange, ^ 
Turn’d once to watch, while thick the snowflakes fall, 
The Ime of festal hght m Chiist-Chmch hall — 
Then sought thy straw in some sequestei d giange 130 


But what — I dieam ^ Two bundled yeais aie flown 
Since first thy stoiy ran through Oxfoid halls, 

And the giave Glaiml did the tale insciibe 
That thou weit wander’d from the studious w^alls 
To leain strange ads, and join a gipsy tube 
And thou from earth ait gone 
Long smce, and m some quiet chuichyaid laid , 
Some countiy nook, where o’er thy unknown grave 
Tall glasses and white flower mg nettles wave— 
Undei a daik red-fruited yew-tree’s shade 140 


—Ho, no, thou hast not felt the lapse of hours 
For what wears out the life of mortal men*? 

’Tis that from change to change then being rolls 
’Tis that repeated shocks, agam, again. 

Exhaust the energy of strongest souls, 

And numb the elastic powers 
Till havmg us’d our nerves with bhss and teen, 
And tu’d upon a thousand schemes oui wit. 

To the just-pausing Genius we remit 
Our worn-out life, and are~what we have been 150 
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Thou hast not liv’d, why should’st thou peiish, so‘^ 
Thou hadst one aim, one business, one desiie 
Else weit thou long since numbei’d with the dead— 
Else hadst thou spent, like othei men, thy file 
The generations of thy peeis aie fled, 

And we oui selves shall go, 

But thou possessest an immortal lot, 

And we imagine thee exempt fiom age 
And hving as thou liv’st on Glanvil’s page, 
Because thou hadst— what we, alas, have not f 160 


For eaily didst thou leave the world, with poweis 
Fresh, undiveited to the world without, 

Film to then mark, not spent on other things , 
Flee from the sick fatigue, the languid doubt, 
Which much to have tried, m much been baffled 
bungs 

0 life unlike to ouis ^ 

Who fluctuate idly without teim oi scope, 

Of whom each stiives, noi knows foi what he sin's es. 
And each half lives a hundred different lives , 
Who wait like thee, but not, like thee, in hope 170 


Thou waitest for the spark fiom Heaven and 'sve. 
Light half-believeis of our casual cieeds. 

Who nevei deeply felt, nor cleaily will’d, 

Whose insight never has borne fruit in deeds, 
Whose vague lesolves never have been fulfill’d , 
For whom each yeai we see 
Bleeds new beginnings, disappointments new , 

Who hesitate and faltei life away, 

And lose to-moriow the giound won to-day — 

Ah, do not we, wandeier, await it too ISO 
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Yes, we await it, but it still delays, 

And then we suffei , and amongst us one. 

Who most has suffer’d, takes dejectedly 
His seat upon the intellectual throne , 

And all his stoie of sad expeiience he 
Lays bare of wi etched days , 

Tells us his misery’s birth and giowth and signs, 
And how the dying spaik of hope was fed, 

And how the breast was sooth’d, and how the head, 
And all his houily varied anodynes 190 


This for our wisest and we otheis pine, 

And wish the long unhappy dieam would end, 

And waive all claim to bliss, and try to bear 
With close-lipp’d patience for oiu only fiiend, 

Sad patience, too near neighbour to despaii 
But none has hope like thine 
Thou through the fields and thiough the woods dost 
stray, 

Eoammg the country side, a tiuant boy, 

Nursing thy pioject in unclouded joy, 

And every doubt long blown by time away 200 


0 boin m days when wits weie fiesh and clear, 

And life lan gaily as the spaikling Thames, 

Before this stiange disease of modem life, 

With its sick huiry, its divided amis, 

Its heads o’ei tax’d, its palsied hearts, was rife— 
Ply hence, our contact feai ^ 

Still fly, plunge deeper m the bowenng wood ^ 
Aveise, as Dido did with gesture stem 
From hei false friend’s approach in Hades turn, 
Wave us away, and keep thy solitude 210 
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Still nursing the unconqueiahle hope, 

Still clutching the inviolable shade 
With a fiee onwaid impulse biushmg thiough, 
By night, the silvei^d branches of the glade— 

Par on the forest shuts, wheie none puisue, 

On some mild pastoial slope 
Emeige, and lesting on the moonlit pales, 

Pieshen thy floweis, as in formei yeais. 

With dew, 01 listen with enchanted eais, 

Piom the daik dingles, to the m htmgales 220 


But fly oui paths, oui feveiish contact fly’ 

Pol strong the infection of our mental stiife. 
Which, though it gives no bliss, yet spoils foi lest , 
And we should win thee from thy own fan life, 
Like us distracted, and like us unblest 
Soon, soon thy cheer would die, 

Thy hopes grow timorous, and unfix’d thy powers, 
And thy cleai aims be cross and shifting made 
And then thy glad peienmal youth would fade, 
Fade, and glow old at last, and die like ours 230 


Then fly oui greetings, fly oui speech and smiles ’ 

— As some giave Tynan trader, fiom the sea, 
Descried at suniise an emeigmg piow 
Lifting the cool-haired creepers stealthily, 

The fringes of a southward-facing brow 
Among the Aegean isles 
And saw the meriy Grecian coaster come, 

Pieighted with ambei grapes, and Chian wme, 
Green bursting figs, and tunmes steep’d in biine , 
And knew the mtiuders on his ancient home, 240 
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The young light-hefiited Masteis of the wa\es, 

And snatch’d liis luddei, and shook out inoie sail. 
And day and night held on indignantly 
O’er the blue Midland wateis mth the gale, 
Betwixt the S 5 n.te& and soft Sicily, 

To wheie the Atlantic laves 
Outside the Western Straits, and unbent sails 
Theie, where down cloudy cliff’s through sheets 
of foam, 

Shy tiaffickeis, the daik Iberians come , 

And on the beach undid his coided bales 250 


NOTES 

This poem is founded on the following stoiy, guen ni 
Glanvil’s Vanity of DogmatvMg (1661) ‘There very 
lately a lad m the Unneisity of Oxford, who was by his 
poverty forced to leave Lis studies there , and at last to 30m 
himself to a company of vagabond gipsies Among these 
extravagant people, by the insinuating subtilty of ^ his 
carnage, he quickly got so much of their love and esteem as 
that they discovered to him their mystery Aftei he had 
been a pretty while well exeicised in the trade, there chanced 
to ride by a couple of scholars, who had formerly been of his 
acquaintance They quickly spied out then old friend among 
the gipsies , and he gave them an account of the necessity 
which drove him to that kind of hfe, and told them that the 
people he went with were not such impostors as they were 
taken for, but that they had a traditional kind of learning 
among them, and could do wonders by the power of imagina- 
tion, their fancy binding that of others that himself had 
learned much of their art, and when he had compassed the 
whole secret he intended, he said, to leave their companj', 
and give the world an account of what he had learned 
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The poet imagines that the Scholax G-ipsy continued to be 
seen at inteivals in the places that he had frequented m life, 
which aie assumed to be all in the neighbouihood of Oxford 
Much of the first half of the poem consists of desciiptions of 
the scenery of this region, wheie the authoi was in the habit 
of walking with his fiiend Clough (see the next poem) 

The annexed map shows all the places named in the two 
poems, except Wychwood Foiest (1 79), which is at some 
distance to the noith-west, and Ilsley Downs (Thyrsis, 14), 
which are to the south 

Follow on the map the load which luns fiom the city 
westwaid, and then south-i\ estward About two miles out, 

across the Beikshiie fiontier, stands a piece of rising ground 
called Cumnor Hurst (the ‘Huisf of 1 57), and just beyond 
it the village of Cumnor (see 11 69, 101, and 127), famous foi 
the story of Amy Robsart (see Sii Walter Scott’s KeniliioHh), 
Another stretch of two miles oi so, m the same direction, 
leads to the ferry of Bablock-hithe (1 74), wheie the ‘pro- 
montory’ of Berkshire ends and the traveller crosses into 
Oxfordshire again The forest of Wychwood (1 79) is in this 
part of Oxfordshire, to the west and north-west of Witney 
A few miles south of Bablock-hithe is Fy field (1 83), which 
lies almost directly south-west of 6xfoid 
Return towards the city until you once moie ariive at 
Cumnoi then strike aw^ay to the light and you will pass 
the village of South Hinksey mentioned m 1 125 The low- 
lying fields, often flooded in winter, aie still tia\eised by the 
causeway mentioned in 1 121 Close by South Hinksey luns 
the road from Oxfoid to Abingdon, passing thiough Bagley 
Wo^(l 111) 

So fai all the places mentioned have been, with one ex- 
ception, to the south and south-west of Oxford One still 
lemains, the budge (1 91) of Godstow (theie is practically 
no village) close to the luined nunnery of Godstow, famous 
foi the story of Fair Rosamond this is situated neaily imith 
of the city, almost two miles distant 
It may be added that the place fiom which the poem is 
supposed to be -vmtten is the upland that lies between 
Hmksey and Cumnor, fiom which one of the finest views of 
Oxford is to be seen One of its conspicuous features is the 
Hall of Christ Church (1 129), especially in the evening wdien 
the long line of windows is lighted up 

2 'Wattled Anything is said to be wattled which is made 
by intei lacing slips oi logs of wrood, such as a huidle 
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coieSf sheep pens The Cotswold hills take the first 
part of their name from this word 

9 moon-hlanch^d, pale in the moonlight 
13 cymsBi 01 muse, a pitcher It is the same word as 
the German h^xig and the English crock and mockery It is 
probably of Celtic origin Of ‘a little oil in a ciuse/ 
1 Kings xvii 12 

26 Undens, the limetiee (Gei Unde) The two woids* 
may possibly be originally identical The modern use of 
the word linden is, however, a conscious boirowing fiom the 
Gexman 

The lime flowei is ovei before August but the picture 
IS of field sights and scents in the height of summer, and it 
IS perhaps only a reasonable license to gioup things which 
aie not exactly simultaneous Tennyson does the same in 
his famous lyric on autumn 

37. lore, learning, derived from the Gothic lais, to find 
out compaie non from eisen 
45 The gipsies have always been populaily ci edited with 
mysterious powers, such as foretelling fortunes, and have no 
doubt sometimes believed in themselves 
59 mgle bench, i e the bench by the cliimney-cornei 
The word inqle is of obscure origin , usually identified with 
Gael aingeal, fiie, light 

Smock-frock, along white frock which used to be frequently 
(and is still sometimes) worn by fanners and f aim-labourers 
Its name is deiived from the A S smiigan, to creep 
through a hole, because the weaiei has to draw it over his 
head and ‘creep through’ the neckhole 
69 gieeyi-muffied muff means a warm soft cover mg 
hence apphed to the long grass in the summei fields 
74 sUiplmg Thames The stream which uses on the 
eastern slope of the Cotswolds, and flows thence to Oxford, 
IS always reckoned to be the true source of the Thames, though 
about Oxford it is known as the Isis The Evenlode Joins 
it above the city, the Cheiwell just below, and thence 
onwards it is a considerable rivei Some miles lower down 
the Tame flows into it, also on the north side The supposed 
derivation of Thames (Latin Tamesib) from fusion of the two 
names Tame and Isis, referred to by Spenser in the Faery 
Queene (Bk lY Cant II), is etymologically impossible 
76 the slow punt swings lound Matthew Arnold’s ear 
foi \eibal music was not always coiieot In a later edition, 
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lie alteied this phrase into the punfs fope chops wund, ^hich 
IS not more accurate, and far less euphonious 
83 The old May-day customs, and especially the May-day 
dance, are still kept up in some paits of Oxfordshiie and 
Beikshire 

95 lasher The water that rushes through an opening in 
a well, hence the opening itself, or, as lieie, the pool into 
which the water falls The word is in common use on the 
Thames, but is hardly known elsewhere It is apparently 
only a coincidence that it resembles the Fiench verb Idcher, 
to let go 

115 Thessaly This name must have been a fancy of 
Matthew Arnold and his friends, possibly from the shape 
of the piece of grouild There is nothing to show exactly 
which spot was intended 

120 the spark from Heaven For the explanation of this 
phrase, see 11 45-50 

147- teen^ sorrow An Anglo-Saxon word long obsolete 
182 one, who most has suffered There is nothing to show 
What person Matthew iLrnold had in his mind The 
description suits Carlyle, whose literary eminence was veiy 
great, who was pessimistic about 15imgs in general, and fax 
from leticent about his own personal troubles 
190 anodynes Bemedies to deaden pam The -woid is 
of Greek origin, like a large proportion of our scientitic terms 
208 Virgil {Aen vi 450-71) makes Aeneas, on his visit to 
Hades, encounter Dido queen of Carthage, whose lover he 
had been, and who had committed suicide on his deserting 
•“her He addresses her, trying to excuse himself, but she 
will not reply, or even look at him 
242, &c The tiade of the Mediterranean was in the hands 
of the Phoenicians, 'whose chief city -was Tyre, befoie the 
Gieeks had become sufficiently civilized for commerce Then 
gradually the Gieeks ousted the Phoenicians from the 
eastern half, but they retained then prepondeiance in the 
western part, their headquarters being at Carthage, a colony 
from Tyre, situated on the African coast 3 ust south of Sicily 
They carried their commerce to the coasts of Spam, and out 
into the Atlantic, wheie they founded Cadiz The efteeb of 
the passage is heightened by the poetical de’vice of making the 
representatives of the youthful Grecian race, now rising to 
preponderance, themselves youthful, and the Tynan tradei, 
who is being driven out, a man of mature yeais, 
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THYRSIS 

How changed is here each spot man makes or fills ^ 
In the two Hiniiseys nothing keeps the same , 

The village-street its haunted mansion lacks, 

And from the sign is gone Sibylla’s name, 

And from the roofs the twisted chimney-stacks 
Are ye too changed, ye hills? 

See, ’tis no foot of unfarniliar men 

To-night from Oxford up your pathway stiays ^ 
Here came I often, often, in old days, 

Thyrsis and I , we still had Thyisis then 10 


Runs it not heie, the tiack by Childsworth farm, 

Up past the wood, to wheie the elm-tiee cro^vns 
The hill behmd whose ridge the sunset flames*^ 
The Signal-Eim, that looks on Ilsley Downs, 

The Yale, the three lone weais, the youthful 
Thames 

This winter-eve is waim, 

Humid the air, leafless, yet soft as spring, 

The tender puiple spray on copse and brieis , 

And that sweet city wnth her dreaming spues 
She needs not June foi beauty’s heightemng, 20 
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Lovely all times she lies, lovely tonight 
Only, methinks, some loss ot habit’s power 
Befalls me wandeiing thiough this upland dim 
Once pass’d I blindfold here, at any hour, 

Now seldom come I, since I came with him 
That single elm-tiee bright 
*Agamst the west —I miss it ^ is it gone 

We prized it deaily , while it stood, we said, 

Our friend, the Scholai -Gipsy, was not dead , 
While the tree lived, he in these fields lived on 30 


Too rare, too rare, grow now my visits here ^ 

But once I knew each field, each flower, each stick, 
And with the country-folk acquaintance made 
By barn in threshmg-time, by new-binlt rick 
Here, too, our shepherd-pip^s we fiist assay’d 
Ah me ^ this many a year 
My pipe IS lost, my shepherd s-hohday 
Needs must I lose them, needs with heavy heart 
Into the world and wave of men depart , 

But Thyrsis of his own will went away 40 


It irk’d him to be heie, he could not lest 
He loved each simple joy the country yields, 

He loved his mates , but yet he could not keep, 
For that a shadow lower’d on the fields, 

Here with the shepherds and the silly sheep 
Some life of men unhlest 

He knew, which made him droop, and fill’d his head 
He went , his pipmg took a troubled sound 
Of storms that rage outside our happy ground , 
He could not wait then passing, he is dead 50 

H 2 
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So, some tempestuous mom m eaily June, 

When the year’s piimal buist of bloom is o’er, 
Before the roses and the longest day— 

When gai den-walks, and all the grassy fiooi, 

With blossoms, red and white, of fallen May, 
And chestnut-floweis are stiewn— 

So haye I heard the cuckoo’s parting cry, 

Fiom the wet field, thiough the vext garden-trees, 
Come with the yolleymg ram and tossing breeze 
The Uoom is gone, and with the l)loom go I 60 


Too qmck despairer, wheiefoie wilt thou 
Soon will the high Midsummer pomps come on, 
Soon will the musk carnations break and swell, 

^ Soon shall we have gold-dusted snapdragon, 

Sweet- WiUiam wjth its homely cottage smell. 
And stocks in fragiant blow; 

Eoses that down the alleys shine afar, 

And open, jasmine-muffled lattices, 

And gioups under the dreammg gaiden-tiees, 

And the full moon, and the white evening-stai 70 


He heal kens not^ light comei, he is gone^ 

What matters it*^ next yeai he will return, 

And we shall have him in the sweet spnng-days, 
With whitemng hedges, and unciumphng fern, 

And blue-bells trembhng by the forest-ways, 

And scent of hay new-mown 
But Thyrsis never more we swains shall see , 

See him come back, and cut a smoother leed, 
And blow a stiain the world at last shall heed — 
Foi Time, not Corydon, hath conquer’d thee ^ 80 
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Alack, foi Coiydon no iiYal now ^ 

But when Sicilian sheplieids lost a mate. 

Some good suivivoi with his flute would go, 
Piping a ditty sad for Bion’s mate, 

And cross the unpermitted feriy's flow, 

And unbend Pluto’s brow, 

*And make leap up with joy the beauteous head 
Of Pioserpine, among whose crowned hair 
Are flowers, fiist open’d on Sicilian air , 

And flute his friend, like Oipheus, fiom the dead 90 


O easy access to the heaiei’s giace, 

When Dorian shepherds sang to Proseipme ^ 

For she herself had trod Sicihan fiields, 

She knew the Doiian watei's gush divme, 

She knew each lily white which Enna yields. 
Each rose with blushmg face , 

She loved the Donan pipe, the Doiian strain 
But ah, of our pool Thames she nevei heaid ^ 

Her foot the Cumnei cowslips nevei stni’d , 

And we should tease her with oui plaint in vain ’ 100 


Well ^ wind-dispeised and vam the woids wnli be, 

Yet, Thyrsis, let me give my giief its houi 
In the old haunt, and find oui tree topp’d hill * 
Who, if not I, for questing heie hath power 
I know the wood which hides the daffodil, 

I know the Fyfield tiee, 

I know what white, what puiple futillaiies 
The glassy harvest of the iivei -fields, 

Above by Ensham, doi\n by Sandfoid, yields, 
And what sedged biooks aie Thames’s tiibutaiies , 110 
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I know these slopes , who knows them if not I 
But many a dingle on the loved hill-side, 

With thorns once studded, old, white-blossom’dtiees, 
Wheie thick the cowslips giew, and, far descried, 
High towel 'd the spikes of purple oichises, 

Hath smce our day put by 
The coionals of that forgotten tune , 

Down each green bank hath gone the ploughboy’s 
team, 

And only in the hidden biookside gleam 
Piimroses, orphans of the fioweij- prime 120 


Wheie is the girl, who by the boatman’s door, 

Above the locks, above the boating throng, 
Unmoor’d our skiff, when, through the Wytham fiats, 
Ked loosestiife and blond meadow-sweet among, 

" And darting swallows, and hght watei -gnats. 

We hack’d the shy Thames shoie*^ 

Wheie aie the mowers, who, as the tmy swell 
Of oui boat passing heaved the nvei -glass. 

Stood with suspended scythe to see us pass‘d 
They all aie gone, and thou art gone as well 130 


Yes, thou ait gone ^ and lound me too the night 
In ever-nearing circle waves her shade 
I see her veil draw soft acioss the day, 

I feel her slowly chilling breath invade 
The cheek giown thin, the blown han spient with 

I feel her finger light 
Laid pausefully upon hfe’s headlong tiain ; 

The foot less prompt to meet the moinmg dew, 
The heart less bounding at emotion new, 

And hope, once ciush’d, less quick to spiing again 140 
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And long the way appears, which seem’d so shoit 
To the unpiactised eye of sanguine youth , 

And high the mountaimtops, in cloudy an, 

The mountain-tops wheie is the throne of tiuth 
Tops m life’s mormngsuii so blight and baie 
Unhreachable the foit 
’Of the long-battei’d world uplifts its wall , 

And stiange and vain the earthly turmoil grows, 
And neai and leal the charm of thy repose, 

And night as welcome as a friend would fall 150 


But hush ^ the upland hath a sudden loss 
Of quiet Look ^ adown the dusk hiU-side, 

A tioop of Oxfoid hunteis going home 
As in old days, jovial and talking, ride 
Fiom hunting with the Berkshne hounds they coiiie 
QuickC let me fly, and cioss 
Into yon fuither field ’ — ’Tis done , and see, 

Back’d by the sunset, which doth gloiify 
The oiange and pale violet evening-sky, 

Baie on its lonely ridge, the Tree ’ the Tiee ’ 160 


I take the omen ^ Eve lets down hei veil, 

The white fog cieeps fiom bush to bush about. 

The west unflushes, the high stars glow blight 
And in the scatter’d faims the hghts come out 
I cannot reach the Signal-Tiee to mght. 

Yet, happy omen, haiP 
Hear it fiom thy bioad lucent Amo vale 
(Foi theie thine eaith-foi getting eyelids keep 
The morningless and unawakemng sleep 
Under the floweiy oleandeis pale), 170 
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Hear it, 0 Thyrsis, still our Tiee is there 
Ah, vam ^ These English fields, this upland dim, 
These hi ambles pale with mist engarlanded, 

That lone, sky-pomted Tree, are not for him. 

To a boon southern country he is fied, 

And now in happier an, 

Wandering with the great Mother’s tram divine 
(And purer or moie subtle soul than thee, 

I trow, the mighty Mother doth not see 0 
Within a folding of the Apenmne, ISO 


Thou heaiest the immoital strains of old. 

Putting his sickle to the peiilous gr n, 

In the hot cornfield of the Phrygian king, 

Poi thee the Lityerses song again 
Young Daphnis wifh his silvei voice doth sing , 
Sings his Sicilian fold, 

His sheep, his hapless love, his bhnded eyes , 

And how a call celestial lound him lang, 

And heavenwaid fiom the fountain-biink he spiang, 
And all the marvel of the golden skies 100 


Theie thou ait gone, and me thou leavest heie, 

Sole in these fields , yet will I not despair 
Bespaii I will not, while I yet descry 
Neath the soft; canopy of English air 
That lonely Tree against the western sky. 

Still, still these slopes, ’tis clear, 

Our Gipsy-Scholar haunts, outhving thee ^ 

Fields where the sheep from cages pull the hay, 
Woods with anemones in flower till May, 

Know him a wandeier still , then why not me 200 
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A fugitive and giacious light he seeks, 

Shy to illumine , and I seek it too 
This does not come with houses oi with gold, 
With place, with honour, and a flatteiing ciew , 
’Tis not in the world’s maiket bought and sold 
But the smooth-slipping weeks 
Drop by, and leave its seekei still untned 
Out of the heed of mortals is he gone, 

He wends unfollow’d, he must house alone , 

Yet on he fares, by his own heait inspiied 210 


Thou too, 0 Thyrsis, on like quest wert bound, 

Thou wanderedst with me foi a little hour 
Men gave thee nothing , but this happy quest, 

If men esteem’d thee feeble, gave thee powei, 

If men piocmed thee trouble, gave thee lest 
And this lude Cumnei giound, 

Its fir-topped Huist, its faims, its qmet fields, 

Heie cam’st thou -m thy jocund youthful time, 
Heie was thme height of stiength, thy golden 
piime , 

And still the haunt beloved a vutue yields. 220 


What though the music of thy rustic flute 
Kept not for long its happy, countiy tone , 

Lost it too soon, and leaint a stoimy note 
Of men contention-tost, of men who gioan, 

Which task’d thy pipe too soie, and tired thy 
throat— 

It fail’d, and thou weit mute 
Yet hadst thou alway fusions of our light, 

And long with men of caie thou couldst not stay, 
And soon thy foot lesumed its wandei mg way, 
Left human haunt, and on alone till night 2 SO 
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Too laie, too laie, glow now my visits heie^ 

’Mid city-noise, not, as with thee of yoie, 

Thyisis, in leach of sheep-bells, is my home 
Then through the gieat town’s haish, heart-weaiymg 
loai, 

Let in thy voice a whisper often come, 

To chase fatigue and fear 
Why fmntest tJiou^ I wander’d till I died 
Boam on, the hght we sought %s sliimng still 
Dost thou ash proofs Our Tiee yet crotvns the hill, 
Om Scholar travels yet the loved htll-stde 240 


NOTES 


This poem was written ''m memoiy of the author’s fiiend 
Arthui Hugh Clough, who died in 1861 Thei e ai e r ef ei ences 
all through to the previous poem, "'The Schola'i Gypsy, and 
especially to the scenery described in it, wheie the two 
friends had been in the habit of walking together 
11 GMldsworbh, spelt on the modern maps Childwell 
14 The SignahJEJlm There is no tiee which coriesponds 
exactly in all respects to the many indications given in fhese 
two poems In particular there is none from which both 
the Ilsley Downs and the ‘ three lone wears ’ (now xemoved 
and two of them replaced by locks) of the upper Thames can 
be seen together The tree which on the whole suits the 
allusions best is an oak, though its foim is such that at 
a httle distance it may easily be mistaken for an elm The 
position of this IS shown on the map Everything which the 
poet describes can be seen from one point or another of the 
high ground, south-west of Oxford, extending from Cumnoi 
Hurst to Boar’s Hull, which aftei all is not fai It is need- 
less to speculate whether his memoiy played him false, oi 
whether he allowed himself the not uncommon poetic licence of 
bringing together things separated by a small intei\al of 
distance or time 
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40 Clough left Oxfoid m 1848 he ’was appaiently not 
satisfied that he was doing good woxk theie, and "was also 
uneasy about professing conformity to the Chinch of England 
as a College tutor then was obhged to do He tiled moie 
than one other sphere of work, before his health gave vay 
His friend Matthew Arnold all through this poem suggests a 
certain similarity between Clough and the Scholar Gipsy, 
whose story both had been much interested 
57 the cuckooes pa? ting c'l y The cuckoo does not leave 
this country in early June The old populai ihyme about 
the cuckoo is substantially correct — 

In March he leaves his perch, 

In April come he wiH, 

In May* he smgs all day, 

In June he changes his tune, 

In July he’s ready to fly, 

In August go he must 

74 imciumpling fan The undeveloped fern lea\ es look 
as if they had been forcibly crumpled up As they grow 
tow ards maturity they straighten themselves out 
80 Corydon and Thyrsis contend in verse against one 
anothei in Vugil, Eclogue vii, and "Corydon is declaied to be 
the winner 

84 Bion was a Sicilian poet of the second centuij B c , upon 
whose early death his friend Moschus wiote an elegy The 
suggestion is that, as Orpheus went down to the underw orld 
m Older by his song to recover his lost biide Euiydice, so 
this elegy was an attempt to recall Bion to life 

SS** Proserpine, the queen of the underworld, was, 
according to the legend, carried off by Pluto while gathering 
flowers at Enna in Sicily , and so it is suggested that she 
would be specially ready to listen to pleadings from Sicilians 
107 The fntillary grows m great profusion in some of the 
fields boidermg the Thames, especially between Iffley and 
Sandford Generally speaking, it is a rare flower 

124 Loosestrife is the name given to two very sxmilai 
plants, one with yellow flowers (LybiTuachm mdga'its), the 
other with red {Lythium salicaiia) The name is an 
inaccurate translation fiom the former, ’which appaiently 
was deiived from a person 

167 Clough died at Florence, which is on the Amo, 

177 great Mothei See note on IV 77 
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185 Daplims is one of the stock names in Gieek pastoial 
poetry, and perhaps may he said to he the ideal Greek 
name for a shepherd There are two stones told of 
a shepherd bearing that name, which are here blended into 
one The first was that he was blinded by a nymph because 
he would not love her, and was restored to sight and taken 
up to heaven by Mercury The other was that he forfeited 
his life in a contest with Lityerses, a Phrygian king, who- 
made all sti angers compete with himself in reaping corn, '’and 
was rescued by Hercules 

The Lityerses story was given in more forms than one in 
the harvest songs of Asia Minor There were many such 
songs, and other ritual practices, all of them representing, 
though m very various ways, the ann 1 revival of nature 
and its productiveness in harvest A very full account of 
them IS given in Frazer’s Golden Bough, vol n 

225 Most of Clough’s poems were wiitten eaily m his 
life 
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CoLBLT, sf-dly descends 
The autumn evening The field 
Strewn with its dank yellow drifts 
Of wither’d leaves, and the elms, 

Fade into dimness apace, 

Silent hardly a shout 

Fiom a few boys late at then play^ 

The lights come out iji the stieet. 

In the school -1 oom vnndows , but cold 
Solemn, unlighted, austeie, 10 

Thiough the gatheiing darkness, aiise 
The chapel walls, in whose bound 
Thou, my father ^ ait laid 

There thou dost he, m the gloom 
Of the autumn evening But ah ^ 

That wold, gloomy to my mind 
Bimgs thee back in the light 
Of thy ladiant vigour again * 

In the gloom of ITovembei we pass’d 

Days not of gloom at thy side , 20 

Seasons impan’d not the lay 

Of thine even cheei fulness cleai 

Such thou wast, and I stand 

In the autumn evening, and tlnnk 

Of bygone autumns with thee 



RUGBY CHAPEL 


Fifteen yeais liave gone loiind 
Since thou aiosest to tread, 

In the summei morning, the load 
Of death, at a call unforeseen, 

Sudden ^ For fifteen years, 

We who till then in thy shade 
Rested as undei the boughs 
Of a mighty oak, have endured 
Sunshine and lain as we might, 

Baie, unshaded, alone. 

Lacking the shelter of thee 
0 strong soul, by what shore 
Tamest thou now*^ Foi that force, 
Surely, has not been left vain^ 
Somewhere, surely, afai. 

In the sounding labour -house vast 
Of being, IS practised that strength, 
Zealous, beneficent, firm ^ 

Yes, m some far-shining sphere, 
Conscious or not of the past, 

Still thou peifoimest the word 
Of the Spurt m whom thou dost live, 
Prompt, unwearied, as heie ^ 

Still thou upraisest with zeal 
The humble good from the ground, 
Sternly represses! the bad ^ 

Still like a trimipet, dost rouse 
Those who with half-open eyes 
Tiead the bordei-land dim 
’Twixt vice and vntue, leviv’st, 
Succourest this was thy work, 

This was thy hfe upon eaith 

What IS the course of the life 
Of mortal men on the eaith — 
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Most men eddy about 60 

Heie and tiieie— eat and dunk, 

Chatter and love and hate, 

Gathei and squandei, are raised 
Aloft, are hurl’d in the dust, 

Striving blmdly, achieving 
Rothing, and, then they die— 

Perish , and no one asks 
Who 01 what they have been, 

More than he asks what waves 

In the moonht solitudes mild 70 

Of the midmost Ocean, have swelled, 

Foam’d foi a moment, and gone 

And theie are some, whom a thiist 
Aident, unquenchable, fires, 

Rot with the crowd to be spent, — 

Rot without aim to go round 
In an eddy of purposeless dust, 

Effort unmeaning and vam 
Ah yes ^ some of us strive 
Rot without action to die 80 

Frmtless, but something to snatch 
From dull obhvion, nor all 
’^lut the devouiing grave ’ 

We, we have chosen oui path — 

Path to a clear-puiposed goal, 

Path of advance ^ but it leads 
A long, steep journey, through sunk 
Goiges, o’er mountains m snow^ 

Cheerful, with friends, we set forth , 

Then, on the height, comes the storm 1 90 

Thunder crashes from rock 
To lock the cataracts reply , 

Lightnings dazzle our eyes , 

Roaring toi rents have bieaehd 
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The tiack, the stieam-bed descends 
In the place wheie the wayfarei once 
Planted his footstep —the spiay 
Boils o’ei its bordeis ^ aloft. 

The unseen snow-beds dislodge 

Their hanging luin alas, 100 

Havoc is made in oui tram ^ 

Friends who set foith at oui side 
Falter, aie lost in the stoim ^ 

We, we only, are left ^ 

With fi owning foieheads, with lips 
Sternly compiess’d, we stiam on, 

On— and at nightfall, at last, 

Come to the end of oui way 
To the lonely inn ’mid the locks, 

Where the gaunt and taciturn host 110 

Stands on the thiesliold, the wind 
Shakmg his thin white haiis— 

Holds his lantern to scan 
Our stoim-beat figuies, ^and asks * 

Whom in oui paity we biing'*^ 

Whom we have left in the snow 

Sadly we answei We bung 

Only ourselves ^ we lost 

Sight of the lest in the stoim 

Hardly ourselves we fought thiough, 120 

Stripp’d, without fiiends, as we are. 

Fi lends, companions, and tiain 
The avalanche swept fiom oui side 

But thou would’st not alone 
Be saved, my fathei ^ alone 
Conquer and come to thy goal, 

Leaving the rest in the wild 
We weie weary, and we 
Peaiful, and we, in our march, 
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Pain to diop down and to die. 130 

Still tlion tumedst, and still 
Beckonedst the tremblei, and still 
Gavest the weaiy thy hand ^ 

If, in the paths of the woild, 

Stones might have wounded thy feet, 

Toil or dejection have tried 

Thy spirit, of that we saw 

Hothmg ^ to us thou weit still 

Cheeiful, and helpful, and jfirm 

Therefore to thee it was given 140 

Many to save with thyself, 

And, at the end of thy day, 

O faithful shepherd ! to come, 

Brmging thy sheep m thy hand. 

And through thee I believe 

In the noble and giea^ who aie gone ; 

Pure souls honour’d and blest 
By formei ag , who else— 

Such, so soulless, so pooi. 

Is the race of men whom I see— 150 

Seem’d but a dieam of the heaib, 

Seem’d but a ciy of desire 
'^Yes f I believe that there lived 
Others like thee in the past, 

Hot like the men of the crowd 
Who all round me to-day 
Bluster or ciinge, and make hie 
Hideous, and and, and vile , 

But souls temper’d with fiie, 

Fervent, heioic, and good, 160 

Helpers and friends of mankind. 

Servants of God oi sons 
Shall I not call you*^^ because 

ARN S P I 
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Eot as servants ye knew 
Your Father’s inneimost nundj 
HiSj who unwillingly sees 
One of his little ones lost — 

Youis IS the piaise, if mankind 

Hath not as yet in its march 

Fainted, and fallen, and died ’ c 170 

See ^ in the rocks of the world 
Marches the host of mankind, 

A feeble, waveiing hne 

Where aie they tending A God 

MaishaU’d them, gave them then goal — 

Ah, but the way is so long ’ 

Years they have been in the wild ^ 

Sore thirst plagues them , the rocks, 

Rising all loimd, overawe 
Factions dmde^them, then host ISO 

Threatens to bieak, to dissolve 
Ah, keep, keep them combined ^ 

Else, of the myriads who fill 
That aimy, not one shall aiiive ! 

Sole they shall stiay, in the rocks 
Laboui for evei in vam, 

Die one by one in the waste. 

Then, in such hoiii of need 
Of youi famting, dispirited race, 

Ye, like angels, appear, 190 

Radiant with aidoui divine. 

Beacons of hope, ye appear ^ 

Languor is not in your heart, 

Weakness is not m youi word, 

Weariness not on youi brow 
Ye alight m oui van ^ at your voice, 

Panic, despaii, flee away 
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Ye moYe thioiigh the ranks, lecall 
The straggleis, lefresh the outworn, 

Piaise, re-inspire the brave. 200 

Older, courage, letuin, 

Eyes rekindling, and piayeis, 

Follow youi steps as ye go 
Ye fill up the gaps in oui files, 

Stiengthen the wavering line, 

Stabhsh, continue our march, 

On, to the bound of the waste, 

On, to the City of God 


NOTES 


Matthew Arnold’s iatbei was the famous Di Thomas 
Arnold, head master of Rugby, whose powei foi good* in 
lemodelhng English public schooLlite cannot be overstated 
He died after two or thiee hours’ illness on Sunday, June 
12, 1842, just befoie completing his foity-se\enth yeai, and 
lies buned in Rugbj Chapel The natuie and value of the 
influence which he exerted ovei his pupils aie admnabh 
described in the poem 

44 sq This idea is expiessed by Tennjsoii in somewhat 
different foim in lines 255-66 of Ins Ode on the Death of the 
Dale Wellington, a more conspicuous, but haully a 
gi eater man 
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LYRICAL POEMS 


1 REQUIESCAT 

Strew on her loses, loses, 

And never a spiay of yew ^ 

In quiet she reposes 
Ah, would that I did too! 

Her inuth the woild lequiied 
She bath’d it in smiles of glee 

But hei heait was tiied, tiied, 

And now they let hei be. 

Hei life was turning, turning, 

In mazes of heat and sound ; 

But foi peace her soul was yearning, 
And now peace laps hei lound. 

Her cabin’d, ample spiiit, 

It flutter’d and fail’d for bieath. 

To-night it doth inherit 
The vasty hall of death 
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2. PARTING 

Ye stoim-winds of Autumn! 

Who rush by, who shake 
The window, and ruffle 
The gleam-lighted lake , 

Who Cl OSS to the hill-side 
Thm-spiinkled with faims, 

Where the high woods strip sadly 
Then yellowing aims — 

Ye are bound foi the mountains ! 

Ah, with you let me go 10 

Wheie youi cold distant baiiiei, 

The vast range ot snow, 

Through the loose clouds lifts dimly 
Its white peaks in aii— 

How deep is then stillness I 
Ah! would I weie theie^ 

Hcuk^ fast by the window 
Tlie rushing winds go, 

To the ice-cumbei’d goiges, 

"^he vast seas of snow 20 

Theie the toiients diive upward 
Their rock-sti angled hum, 

There the avalanche thundeis 
The hoaise torient dumb 
—I come, O ye mountams ! 

Ye toirents, I come ^ 

Haik ^ the wind lushes past us I 
Ah ^ with that let me go 
To the clear waning hill-side, 

Unspotted by snow, SO 
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Theie to watch, o’er the sunk vale, 

The frore mountain wall, 

Wheie the niched snow-bed spiays down 

Its powdery fall 

There its dusky blue clusteis 

The aconite spreads ; 

There the pines slope, the cloud-stiips 
Hung soft in their heads 
No hfe but, at moments, 

The mountain-bee’s hum 40 

—I come, 0 ye mountains! 

Ye pine-woods, I come ^ 

Blow, ye winds ^ lift me with you I 
I come to the wild 
Fold closely, 0 Natuie I 
Thme arms round thy child 

To thee only God gi anted 
A heait evei new . 

To all always open, 

To all always tiue fiO 

Ah, calm me I lestoie me ^ 

And dry up my tears 
On thy high mountam platforms, 

Wheie morn fiist appears, 

Wheie the white mists, foi ever, 

Are spread and upfuil’d, 

In the stir of the foices 
Whence issued the woild 
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THE LAST WORD 

Ceeep into thy nanow bed, 

Creep, and let no more be said I 
Yam thy onset I all stands f t, 

Thou thyself must break at last. 

-• 

Let the long contention cease ^ 

G-eese aie swans, and swans are geese 
Let them have it how they wilD 
Thou art tired , best be still 

They out-talk’d thee, hiss’d thee, tore thee 
Better men fared thus before thee, 10 

Fired their ringing shot and pass’d, 

Hotly charged— and broke at last 

Charge once more, then, and be dumb ^ 

Let the victoi s, when thejr come, 

When the forts of folly fall, 

Find thy body by* the wall 

4 MORALITY 

W^cannot kindle when we will 
The fire that in the heart resides, 

The spirit bloweth and is still, 

In mysteiy oui soul abides 
But tasks m hours of insight will’d 
Can be through hours of gloom fulfiH’d. 

With aching hands and bleedmg feet 
We dig and heap, lay stone on stone , 

We bear the burden and the heat 
Of the long day, and wish ’tweie done 10 

Not till the hours of light letuin 
All we have built do we diseein 
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Then, when the clouds aie off the soul, 

When thou dost bask in Natuie’s eye, 

Ask, how she view’d thy self-contiol, 

Thy struggling task’d morality— 

Nature, whose free, hght, cheeiful air, 

Oft made thee, in thy gloom, despair 

And she, whose censuie thou dost diead, 

Whose eye thou wast afiaid to seek, 20 

See, on hex face a glow is spiead, 

A strong emotion on her cheek 

‘Ah child,’ she cries, ‘that stiife divine— 
Whence was it, for it is not mine ? 

‘There is no effort on my blow— 

I do not strive, I do not weep 
I lush with the swift spheres, and glow 
In joy, and when I will, I sleep — 

Yet that severe, that earnest air, 

I saw, I felt it once— but wheie^ 30 

‘ I knew not yet the gauge* of time, 

Noi woie the manacles of space 
I felt it in some othei clime, 

I saw it in some othei place 
— ’Twas when the heavenly house I trod. 

And lay upon the breast of God ’ ^ 

5 SONG FROM EMPEDOCLES 

Through the black, lushing smoke-buists, 
Thick bleaks the red flame, 

All Etna heaves fieicely 
Her foiest-clothed fiame. 

Not heie, O Apollo ^ 

Aie haunts meet foi thee 
But, wheie Helicon breaks down 
In cliff to the sea, 
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Wlieie the moon-siivei’d mlets 
Send far then light voice 
Up the still vale of Thisbe, 

0 speed, and lejoice ^ 

On the swaid at the cliff-top 
Lie strewn the white flocks , 

On the chff-side the pigeons 
Eoost deep in the locks 

In the moonlight the shepherds, 
Soft luird by the rills, 

Lie wrapt in their blankets, 
Asleep on the hills 

— ^What forms aie these coming 
So white thiough the gloom 
What gaiments out-ghstenmg 
The gold-fiower’d bioom^ 

What sweet-bieathmg presence 
Out peifumes the thyme ^ 

What voices'' emaptiue 
The night’s balmy piime*^— 


’Tis Apollo comes leading 
His chon, the Mne 
— ^The leadei is fairest, 

But all are divine 

They aie lost in the hollows^ 
They stream up again ^ 

What seeks on this mountain 
The gloiihed train 

They bathe on this mountain, 
In the spring by then road 
Then on to Olympus, 

Their endless abode ’ 
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SONG FROM EMPEDOCLES 


— Whose piaise do they mention ? 

Of what IS it told?— 

What will be foi evei , 

What was from of old 

First hymn they the Father 
Of all things , and then 
The lest of immoitals, 

The action of men 

The day m his hotness, 

The stiife with the palm , 50 

The night in her silence, 

\The stars m then calm. 


NOTES 


These stanzas are extiacted from one of a senes of short 
love poems, collectively entitled Sthitzei land 
13 In stoimy weathei one may often catch glimpses of 
a distant range of snow mountains, even when the clouds 
make it impossible to distmguish the separate peaks 
22 Toi rents in the high Alps are apt to flow at the bottom 
of deep and nairow goiges, which they have worn fliu^hem- 
selves in the eouise of ages and the loai of tSe watei, 
deafening down in the goige, may be little heaid at a short 
distance off 

27 sq This stanza appaiently descnbes the view from 
the Wengern Alp, which with its southern aspect lemains 
‘ unspotted by snow ’ till actual wintei sets in Beyond 
a narrow but veiy deep valley rises the Jungfrau, on 
which below the daik cliffs of the actual peak is a bioad 
shelf of nhe (snow being giadually transfoimed into ice) 
The outei edge of this shelf abuts on a great wall of 
rock, the top of which rises into points, so that the 
snow behind it is only seen here and there, in what the 
poet calls niches At these points, when the pressuie from 
behind has pushed the edges of the neve bed ovei the edge, 
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portions bieak off and their fiagments are shatter ed almost 
into dnst befoie they come to lest many hnndieds of feet 
below These avalanches, as they aie commonly but not 
quite curately called, fall frequently durmg the summer 
onths, sometimes several in a day 

36 On an Alpine pasture, at such a height above the sea 
as the Wengein Alp, the aconite and other early flowers 
continue to blossom till late in the summer 


The subject of the dramatic poem, Empedocles on Etna, 
IS the death of the po^t-philosopher Empedocles ol Agngen- 
tum, who flourished about 450 B c Matthew Arnold repre- 
sents him as ‘the weary man, the banished citizen*, wan 
dering on the slopes of Etna, first with his fnend Pausanias 
and then alone His musings are, from time to time, intei 
rupted by the singing of Caliicles, a harp-player, who is trying, 
unseen, to distract Empedocles from his thoughts These 
lovely lyrics fulfil one of the functions of the Chorusin a Gieek 
play they at once relieve and deepen the tragedy The last 
scene takes place on the summit of Etna, — Empedocles, in 
a fit of despaii, jumps into the crater, and the voice of Cal- 
licles IS heard singing the song given here Compare the 
ending of SoJuab mid Bustunif where the peace of Nature 
‘ rounds ’ the human tragedy 
7 Helicon A range of mountains in Boeotia, sacied to 
Apollo and the Muses ee note on IV 137 
. 11 Itobg, a town in Boeotia between Mt Helicon and the 
CorintniaSlkG-ulf 
30 his chon The nine Muses 

38 thesprmg Thesaciedwellof Aganippe, on Mt Helicon 



